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Applicant  (to  magistrate) — ^"I  want  some  advice  about  my 
husband,  sir.  He  left  me  twenty-five  years  ago  and  I  ain't  seen 
him  since." 

Magistrate — "Well?" 

Applicant — "What  about  me  'aving  a  separation?" 

— London  Opinion. 
*       *       * 

Soldier — "Your  Majesty,  the  officer  in  charge  of  the  mascot 
you  gave  us  complans  that  he  cannot  get  it  to  march  properly  at 
the  head  of  the  regiment." 

Kmg  Robert  the  Bruce — "Well,  well,  tell  him  to  use  a  sub- 
stitute.   But  it's  a  pity.    I  had  set  my  heart  o.n  that  spider." 

— Punch. 


A  little  woman  is  a  dangerous  thing.  — Oxford  his. 

*       «       • 
Panhandler:     "I  say,  mister,  yuh  hasn't  gone  an'  lorst  yur 
pocket-book,  has  yuh?" 

Gentleman    (hurriedly    feeling   in    pockets):     "Ah!     Thank 
heaven,  no!" 

Panhandler:     "Good!     Then  mebbe  yu'll  lemme  take  about 
six  bits,  huh?" 

— Phoenix. 

^  ^  ^ 

"Name  the  oldest  Roman  coin  now  in  existence  and  state 
where  it  is  located." 

"Oh,  that  must  be  the  Latin  Quarter  in  Paris." — Record. 


Literally 

(From  the  Neu)  Haven  Register) 

Old  Lady  (visiting  State  Prison) — I  suppose,  my  poor  man, 
it  was  poverty  brought  you  to  this. 

Counterfeiter — On  the  contrary,  mum.  I  was  just  coining 
money. 

*       ^       --f 

"Would  you  like  to  go  with  me  to  the  apiary  this  afternoon?" 
"Yes,  you  adorable  boy.    I've  always  adored  monkeys." 

— Record. 


*       *       « 


She — How  dsre  you!    Papa  said  he'd  kill  the  first  man  who 
kissed  me. 

He — How  interesting!    And  did  he? 

— New  York  Mercury. 


WATTS'  "SPIRO"  STROPPER 

FOR  ANY  GILLETTE-TYPE  OR 

WATTS'  AUTOSTROP-TYPE 

RAZOR  BLADE 

The  "SPIRO"  STROPPER  puts  new  edges  on  dull 
blailes  with  tlie  corrcot  "lieel-to-toe"  stropping  action 
ofilie  professional  barber.  ABSOLUTELY  NO  BOTHER 
TO  USE.  Simply  drop  the  blade  on  two  pegs,  dose 
the  box,  give  handle  a  few  turns  and  the  result  is 
a  super-keen  edge  on  any  worn  out  blade  in  a  mo- 
ment. The  "SPIRO"  indefinitely  prolongs  the  life 
of  any  safety  ra/.or  blade  and  is  absolutely  guaranteed 
to  give  perfect  satisfaction  when  used  wltli  WATTS' 
BLADES.  Strongly  and  simply  made,  higlily  nickel 
plaicd.     A  sound  engineering  job  built  for  a  llfe-tlnie's 
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Money   rffundod   if  not  entirely  satisfied. 
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The  Gold  Standard  of  Values 


NEW    REO     ROADSTER 


Sweeping  lines  and  the  poise  of  an  athlete 
distinguish  its  outward  appearance.  A  color- 
ful  finish,  the  gleam  of  highly  polished  nickel, 
and  a  full  complement  of  equipment  contribute 
to  its  obvious  effectiveness. 


To  balance  the  quality  immediately  evident, 
is  the  inherent  mechanical  goodness  that  is 
Reo.  Chassis  sturdiness  and  transmission 
sureness  are  linked  to  the  flexible,  capable  T-6 
engine  to  obtain  the  alert  power  and  the 
versatility   that   the   spirit   of  today  demands. 


Four-passenger  capacity;  two  in  the  front  seat,  two  in  the  rumble  seat. 
Upholstered  in  hand'bulfed  gray  Spanish  leather. 
Side-door  storage  compartment.     Pockets  in  doors. 
Top  can  be  easily  folded  or  completely  repl.iced. 

Mounted  on  the  standard  Reo  double-frame  chassis,  powered  with  the  six<yHnder  ^o  h.  p.  Reo  engine. 
Regular  equipment  includes:  nickeled  bumpers,  winged  motometer,  step  plates,  rumble  seat,  genuine  balloon 
tires,  steel  disc  wheels,  electric  clock,  cigar  lighter,  automatic  windshield  wiper  and  other  app<Mntments. 

Reo  Motor  Car  Company  of  Canada,  Limited,  Windsor,  Ontario 
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HE  SMOKES  a  pipe,  old  Henry  Chew. 
He  hasn't  so  much  else  to  do. 
He  smokes  a  pipe  and  aims  and  spits 
And  sometimes  misses,  sometimes  hits. 
It  doesn't  matter  much  for.  well. 
You   see    he   owns   the    blamed    hotel. 
He  owns  the  land  from  Grover  Square 
Right    through    the    town    and    up    to    where 
The   township  starts   and  that's   not   all 
He  owns  the  gosh  darned  city  hall. 
He  owns  it  all,  he  told  me  so, 
And.  well  I  guess  he  ought  to  know. 

He  smokes   a   pipe,  does   Henry   Chew 

And  plans  the  things  he's  going  to  do. 

Next  year  he  says  he's  going  to  sell 

The  armouries  and  build  a  swell 

Saloon  for  all  the  boys  to  go 

And  treat  themselves  on  Henry's  dough. 

He's  seen  a  lot  of  life,  has  he. 

Just  ask  him  of  the  victory 

They  scored  way  back   at  Ladysmith 

And  if  you  think  that  that's  a  myth 

Ask  what  he  did   at  Waterloo 

He'll  tell  you  that,  will  Henry  Chew. 

The  boys  down   from  the  mining  camps 
Pass  arm  in  arm  with  local  vamps; 
Life  passes  by  but  Henry  Chew 
Sits  as  he  always  used  to  do. 
Jazz,  radio  and  movie  stars 
He  can't  abide,  while  motor  cars 
He  can't  do  justice  to.    Some  day. 
He  says  the  time's  not  far  away. 


She:    "Don  I  you  think  one  ought  to  marry  a  person 
with  opposite  characteristics?" 

He:    "Yes.    I'm  looking  for  a  girl  with  money." 

He's  going  to  up  and  ride  behind 
A  spanking  team  of  horses,  mind ! 
I  guess  that  last  will  soon  come  true; 
He's  getting  old,  is  Henry  Chew.     — /.  E.  McD. 
*       *       ♦ 
Ottawa  citizens  should  rejoice  in  the  fact  that  Mr. 
Forke  and  Co.  did  not  demand  the  tower  of  the  H.  of 
C.  be  completed  in  the  form  of  a  silo. 
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The  Theatre  Talkers 

This  is  pretty  high-brow  stuff  for 
amateurs,  eh? 

Yeah.  That's  what  I  Hke,  though. 
Give  me  something  that'll  make  me 
think.  You  take  that  first  act  now, 
that  scene  where  he  finds  his  soul's 
becoming  tainted  by  the  bourgeois  en- 
vironment he's  in.  That's  real  life. 
That  makes  a  fellow  think. 

Sure,  that's  right.  You  don't  see 
anything  like  that  nowadays  on  the 
professional  stage.  Just  a  lot  of  flip- 
pant comedies  and  undressed  revues. 
No  wonder  they've  got  censors,  eh? 

Yeah,  no  wonder. 

Sure  thing.  The  weak-minded  peo- 
ple that  might  be  led  astray  have  to 
be  protected. 

Yeah,  gotta  protect  the  weak- 
minded. 

Why,  they  tell  me  it's  so  bad  now 
the  only  place  you  can  see  a  real  clean 
show  is  in  a  burlesque  house. 

That's  right.  I  used  to  go  to  the 
burlesque  shows  every  week.  Remem- 
ber  Mollie  Williams? 

Sure,  and  Bozo  Snyder  and  that 
big   guy   that  goes   around   with  him? 

Used  to  like  Bozo.  He  never  says 
a  word,  does  he?  Funny  how  we 
used  to  take  in  burlesque  once  and 
don't  any  more. 

You  said  it.    It's  funny. 

Guess  I  just  naturally  got  disgusted 
with  the  low  brow  atmosphere.  Hasn't 
got  the  same  appeal  for  me  now. 


"Ernest,  what  arc  you  doing  tuith  all  those  messy  hits  of  paper?" 

"Making  a — er — a  wish,  my  love." 

"Making  a  wish?" 

"Yes,  darling,  I — er — wouldn't  presume  to  call  it  a  will!" 


No.  They  don't  let  you  smoke  any 
more. 

That's  right.  They  don't  let  you 
smoke. 

Here's  the  orchestra. 

Yeah.  That's  what  I  say.  Gimme 
something  intellectual,  now. 


You  said  it.  What  do  y'say  we 
slip  outside  for  a  cigarette? 

Sure  thing.  Say,  it's  only  a  little 
after  nine.  What  do  say  we  take  in 
the  Kuddling  Kuties? 

Sure,  let's  go  out  before  they  start 
playing  again.  — Stephen  Moon. 
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In  the  Field  of  Invention 

II.  The  Radio  Cafeteria. 
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"You  know  how  I  adore  antiques,  well  to-day  I  dis- 
covered  the  loveliest  place  where  they  make  them!" 


Lovely  Poetry 

I  can  write  lovely  poetry 

Whenever  I  feel  inspired ; 

I  could  write  all  night  about  beautiful  nature 

If  my  fingers  didn't  get  tired. 

I  don't  love  any  beautiful  young  maiden 
And  the  sunset  don't  make  me  bust  into  tears 
But  I  can  write  lovely  poetry 
On  three  or  maybe  four  beers. 

Boys,  didn't  you  ever  have  the  thrill 
Of  seeing  your  name  in  print 
Like  me  for  my  lovely  poetry 
Which  is  easy  if  your  heart  is  in't. 

So  never  give  up  but  keep  on  plugging 
And  some  day  you'll  be  a  great. 
For  I  can  write  lovely  poetry 
And  a  slacker  is  what  I  hate. 

This  poetry  may  not  seem  so  much  to  you 
But  just  you  try  to  get  some  like  it  printed 
For  I  know  something  about  the  editor  all  right 
And  when  I  handed  this  in  that's  what  I  hinted. 

For  I  can  write  lovely  poetry 
And  once  I  heard  my  old  man  mutter: 
"There's  more  ways  to  kill  a  cat 
Than  by  choking  it  with  peanut  butter." 

— /.  £.  McD. 

4>  *  « 

I  sat  within  a  legislature 
And  heard  a  man  speak  half  a  day. 
But  do  not  know  of  what  he  spoke 
Because  that  fellow  did  not  say. 

—D.  B.  MacR. 


Right  at  Last 

Once  there  was  a  man  in  our  town 
who  was  an  incorrigible  optimist  and 
yet  made  a  terrible  failure  of  every- 
thing he  went  into. 

When  I  first  met  him  he  was  a 
stock-broker. 

"How  are  things?"  I  asked  him. 

"Well,  my  business  is  picking  up," 
he   replied. 

Three  weeks  later  his  firm  went 
into  bankruptcy. 

When  next  I  saw  him  he  told  me 
he  had  opened  up  a  jewelry  shop. 

"How  are  things  in  that  line?"  I 
inquired. 

"Well,  my  business  is  picking  up," 
he  responded. 


Within  two  months  his  creditors 
had  taken  over  his  stock-in-trade. 

The  following  year  he  started  a 
little  garage  out  in  the  suburbs. 

"Is  the  garage  business  pretty 
good?  "   I  asked  when  I  saw  him. 

"Well,  my  business  is  pickmg  up," 
he  replied. 

Next  time  I  motored  out  that  way 
the  garage  was  closed. 

Finally  he  got  a  job  as  a  ground- 
keeper  in  a  picnic  park;  his  job  was 
to  go  around  wath  a  sharp  iron-pointed 
stick  and  gather  up  the  card-board  pie 
plates,  paper  bags  and  other  debris 
left  by  the  picnickers. 

"How's  everything?"  I  inquired, 
sympathetically. 

"Well,  my  business  is  pick  ng  up," 
he  replied. 


One  of  those  pray-as-you-enter 
street  cars. 


Gracious  / 

-^our  point  ^ar  // 


The  Prohibitionist  samples  a  bottle  of  the  new  Ontario  beer 
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Sn  3^e  ^oliticianji 


Recently  a  western  paper  suggested  editorially  that 
it  might  be  a  good  thing  if  leaders  of  thought  and  action 
from  the  various  parts  of  the  Dominion  were  to  fore- 
gather and  try  to  formulate  some  general  policy  which 
would  be  advantageous  to  the  country  as  a  whole.  Now 
the  press  in  other  provinces  have  taken  the  proposal  up 
and  it  begins  to  look  as  if  something  might  come  of  it. 

At  first  glance  this  might  seem  to  be  a  good  idea 
but  upon  thinking  the  matter  over  it  is  clear  that  the 
whole  proposition  is  most  treasonable.  What  about  that 
august  body  of  law-makers  which  assemble  at  Ottawa? 
Do  the  Liberal  papers  which  countenance  this  scheme 
also  countenance  the  unmistakable  implication  that  Par- 
liament is  not  representative  of  the  best  minds  in  the 
country?  Then,  if  they  do,  how  do  they  reconcile  this 
stand  with  their  supjjort  of  the  Liberal  party? 

Would  it  not  be  simpler  and  more  efficient,  instead 
of  instituting  what  would  in  the  long  run  amount  to  a 
second  Parliament,  to  release  the  present  one  and  re- 
place it  with  a  body  made  up  of  the  same  leaders  of 
thought  and  action  which  the  Western  paper  proposes 
should  meet  elsewhere?  Or  is  the  idea  that  the  Cana- 
dian Parliament  should  be  made  a  happy  hunting  ground 


for  job-holders  and  demagogues,  the  real  business  of 
the  country  to  be  done  by  the  second  group? 

To  our  mind  the  fact  that  the  country  as  a  whole 
has  protested  no  more  than  it  has  against  the  western 
suggestion  is  pretty  much  of  a  tacit  admission  that  it 
realizes  that  the  Parliament  which  at  present  represents 
it  at  Ottawa  is  unsatisfactory.  If  it  is  satisfactory,  if  it 
is  achieving  anything,  making  any  advances  toward 
national  unity,  what  need  is  there  for  this  mooted 
congress? 

There  is  a  tendency  nowadays  not  to  expect  very 
much  except  oratory  from  politicians,  to  class  them  gen- 
erally with  university  professors,  and  grand  opera  sing- 
ers rather  than  with  hard-headed  business  men.  This  is 
dangerous,  for  public  representatives  never  mean  to  do 
quite  all  that  is  expected  of  them  and  the  less  that  is 
expected  of  them  the  less  they,  correspondingly,  will  do. 
The  first  thing  we  know  this  country  (and  others)  will 
develop  into  an  oligarchy,  run  by  a  few  chieftains,  with 
Parliament  as  a  mere  side-show.  That  might  be  a  very 
satisfactory  state  of  affairs. 

Meantime,  however,  why  not  try  out  the  scheme  of 
putting  the  best  men  in  the  country  in  Parliament  where 
action  resulting  from  their  deliberations  will  be  facili- 
tated. 
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^otage  Canabien 

A  COMPOSITE 

Day  by  day  the  correspondence 
columns  of  the  daily  press  continue  to 
add  to  the  wisdom  of  the  world  but 
to  one  who  has  followed  them  with 
the  eager  yearning  of  the  serial  story 
reader  it  becomes  apparent  that  even 
this  oracle  repeats  itself  every  six  years 
or  so.  It  occurs  to  us  that  valuable 
space  could  be  saved  if  the  following 
composite  letter  could  be  printed  daily 
in  place  of  the  dozen  or  more  con- 
tributory epistles. 
Dear  Editor, 

As  an  old  reader  of  your  valuable 
paper  I  beg  leave  to  draw  your  atten- 
tion to  the  fact  that  it  is  about  time 
something  was  done  to  relieve  the  un- 
tenable situation  caused  by  the  recent 
plebiscite.  It  is  my  claim  that  even  the 
most  biased  mind  will   see   that  many 


married  women  whose  husbands  are 
earning  good  salaries  are  employed 
where  single  girls  apply  in  vain.  Now, 
sir,  if  this  is  any  reason  why  Bloor 
Street  should  be  widened  at  great  ex- 
pense I  will  be  the  first  to  sever  my 
connections  with  a  rag  that  prints  such 
tosh.  The  British  flag  is  no  rag  nor 
indeed  would  Sir  John  A.  have  toler- 
ated the  keeping  of  crowing  roosters  in 
the  city  limits.  I,  for  one,  having 
read  with  interest  the  fiery  letters  of 
Britisher  and  Vox  Populi  am  certainly 
m  favor  of  wrapped  bread.  Canada 
is  now  a  nation  and  all  true  patriots 
should  pray  during  the  eclipse  for  a 
purer  water  supply  during  rush  hours. 
But,  no,  the  Sinn  Feiners  and  anti- 
public  ownership  forces  are  being 
backed  by  the  rich  distillers  to  bring 
about  pro-German,  Modernistic  text 
books  in  our  public  schools.  Surely 
our  feathered  friends  should  be  pro- 
tected  from   these   home-destroying  in- 


fluences. Which  is  a  sign  the  Day 
of  Atonement  is  at  hand.  If  there  was 
less  hypocrisy  in  Government  circles 
and  more  politeness  among  policemen 
we  should  never  hear  of  this  Free 
Trade  nonsense.  Hence  Church 
Union. 

Sincerely  yours, 

TAXPAYER. 


Police  officers  in  some  parts  of  the 
Dominion  complain  of  the  amount  of 
trouble  caused  by  small  boys'  pranks, 
particularly  on  Saturday  nights. 

As  far  as  her  sons  were  concerned, 
one  mother  is  reported  to  have  replied 
that   she    had    just    washed    them    and 
couldn't  do  a  thing  with  them. 
*       *       * 

"Yes,"  said  Pisa's  famous  tower, 
"I  always  had  leanings  that  way." 


"That  wife  of  yours  still  alive,  Jeb?" 

"Oh,  yus!    I  must  look  her  up  one  of  these  days  when  I  get  the  time.'^ 
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Defending  Solicitor:    "You  say   this  man  used  very   abusive  language.    Now,  are  you  prepared  to  swear  it?" 
Witness:    "Swear  it?    No,  I  wouldn't  even  care  to  hum  it!" 

Culled    From   a    Movie   Critic's 
Notebook 


In    an    unstated    period    there    were 
shown  in  the  long  suffering  old  home 
town: 
48   Pictures  you'll   Never  Forget. 
1 00   Stupendous,      Staggering      Spec- 
tacles. 
97   Super   Productions. 
20   Zeniths  of  Filmdom. 
99   Pictures    With    a    Smile    and    a 

Tear. 
50   Pulsing,      Palpitating      Pictures 
With  a  Punch. 
500  At   Which    Disappointed    Thou- 
sands were  turned  away. 
1 00   Held     over     at     Overwhelming 
Request  of   Patrons. 
23   Greatest  Stories  Ever  Filmed. 
50   Screen      Classics,       Clean      and 

Wholesome. 
10   Pictures    with     a    Message    for 

YOU. 
99   Pictorial  Sensations  of  the  Age. 
— John  Hurley. 


"I  have  an  awful  cold  in  my  head." 
"Well,  that's  something." 
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A  Note  on  Progress 

1900 
Down  on  Gamble  Street 
By  the  old  gas  works 
All   is   expectancy ; 

The  boys  are  gathered  under  the  old  chestnut  tree 
In  front  of  the  Metropolitan  House, 
Micky  O'Halloran,  prop. ; 
The  lamplighter  cycles  by  with  his  torch. 
Soon  the  yellow  light  will  stream  out 
From  under  Micky's  swinging  doors 
And  the  hot  summer  night  air  will  throb 
With   "Sweet  Adeline" 
For  the  Beer  Wagon,  the  Beer  Wagon, 
The  Wagon  is  coming. 

1925 
Down  on  Gamble  Street 
By  the  old  gas  works 
All  is  expectancy ; 

Nobody  stands  under  the  old  chestnut  tree 
In  front  of  Peefem's  Progressive  Drug  Store 
But  there's  a  gang  in  the  back  parlor. 
"Hunchy"    Heeler,    the   stool   pigeon,    is    in    the   alley, 

chuckling. 
Expectantly,  for  he  knows 
The  Patrol  Wagon,  the  Patrol  Wagon, 
The  Wagon  is  coming. 

— Stephen  Moon. 


Boss  (angrily) — "What  is  the  meaning  of  this  mis- 
take?" 

Miss  Cross-Word  (absently)  —  "In  how  many 
letters?" 


Hostess  (to  caller  who  is  a  bore) — "Wont  you  let 
me  give  you  a  little  something,  by  way  of  refreshment." 

Cuest — "Not  just  now,  thank  you.  Perhaps  just  be- 
fore I  go." 

Hostess — "Then  do  let  me  get  it  for  you  now." 

Golf  Exercises  in  the  Home 

1 .  Move  left  foot  one  step  forward.  Balance.  Move 
right  foot  forward.  Repeat  slowly.  Exercise  patience. 
Splendid  for  those  going  around  the  course  behind  a  low- 
geared  foursome. 

2.  Inhale  deeply.  Roll  eyes.  Turn  purple.  Set  teeth. 
Exhale  with  hissing  sound.  Don't  say  it.  Recommended 
for  explosive  players,  either  sex,  who  dub  a  stroke  during 
a  match  with  their  children  or  a  minister. 

3.  Lift  eyebrows.  Curl  upper  lip.  Place  hands  on 
hips,  with  feet  wide  apart.  Register  pity  and  disgust 
for  stupidity.  Helpful  for  player  whose  caddy  loses 
balls. 

4.  Set  muscles  in  a  position  of  death-like  rigidity.  Fold 
eyelids  back  firmly  to  prevent  their  flickering.  Do  not 
so  much  as  breathe.  Hold  pose  for  five  minutes.  In- 
valuable exercise  for  those  inclined  to  be  fidgety  while 
on  the  green  with  a  fussy  opponent. 

5.  Hop  alternately  on  right  and  left  foot.  Emit  cries 
of  joy.  Then  relax  rapidly.  Assume  an  expression  of 
mixed  nonchalance  and  defiance.  For  a  man  who  makes 
a  hole  in  one  stroke  and  wants  it  understood  that  luck 
had  little,  if  anything,  to  do  with  it. 

— Fairfax   Downey. 
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Luncheon  Dates 

By  George  D.  Jenkins 

I.  Every  time  I  looked  at  Lucille  I 
thought  of  angels.  She  was  blonde, 
with  heavenly  blue  eyes,  a  complexion 
like  creamy  milk.  She  was  fragile, 
like  forget-me-nots,  like  E  above  high 
C  on  the  violin,  like  the  bubbles  in 
champagne.  Looking  at  her,  I  thought 
of  filigree  work,  a  baby's  tiny,  grasp- 
ing hands,  the  sheen  of  moonlight 
upon  the  placid  surface  of  a  moun- 
tain lake. 

I   took  her   to  lunch. 

She  ate  seven  olives,  two  plates  of 
soup,  a  planked  steak,  potatoes,  spin- 
ach, a  double  order  of  egg  salad,  three 
desserts,  and  drank  innumerable  cups 
of  coffee. 

n.  Since  she  was  the  but-lately- 
returned-from-Europe  sister  of  an  old 
college  mate,  I  felt  it  necessary  that  I 
be  courteous  to  Theresa.  The  cour- 
tesy took  the  form  of  a  mid-day  meal 
at  the  spiffiest  hotel  in  town.  Theresa 
appeared,  accompanied  by  her  brother, 
who  groaned  as  he  saw  me,  introduced 
us,  sighed  with  relief,  and  hurried  off. 
Theresa  had  spent  the  last  five  years 
abroad. 

I  spent  a  miserable  hour  and  a  half 
while  Theresa  verbally  conducted  me 
on  a  tour  of  all  the  picture  galleries 
on  the  Continent. 

in.  While  talking  over  the  tele- 
phone, in  some  mysterious  fashion  the 
wires  crossed  and  I  found  myself 
speaking  to  Evelyn.  Her  cool,  well- 
bred  voice  drifted  to  me,  and  I  thrilled 
from  my  oxfords  to  my  hair  cut.  I 
tried  to  be  clever,  and  at  the  same  time 
conventional,  to  be  fascinating,  yet  give 
an  impression  of  solid  trustworthiness, 
to  be  interesting,  witty,  yet  not  dan- 
gerous. 

At  last  she  promised  to  lunch  with 
me,  mentioning  a  popular  restaurant  as 
our  rendezvous. 

Strangely  enough,  she  kept  the  ap- 
pointment. She  was  slender,  dashing, 
with  vivid  lips  and  a  wicked  gleam  in 
her  eyes.  As  I  followed  her  toward 
the  table  I  had  reserved,  I  felt  a  touch 
on  my  sleeve. 


"Pardon  me,"  said  Judson,  a  gos- 
sipy old  scoundrel,  "but  may  I  ask 
how  often  you  take  my  wife's  maid 
out  to  lunch?" 

IV.  At  one  of  those  rough  and 
noisy,  "ten  dollars  a  couple"  mas- 
querade affairs,  I  happened  upon  a 
statuesque  creature  who  wore  a  mask 
and  three  cents  worth  of  tulle.  Being 
slightly  ginned,  I  spoke  amorously  to 
her.  She  did  not  seem  astonished  or 
hurt.  Boldly  I  mentioned  where  I 
would  lunch  on  the  following  day  and 
suggested  that  she  join  me. 

She  appeared,  and  I  was  delight- 
fully surprised  to  find  she  was  in  the 
early  twenties.    With  the  soup,  I  mur- 


mured sweet  nothings.  With  the  fish, 
I  touched  her  hand — I  mean,  during 
the  fish  course,  I  touched  her  hand. 
Eagerly   I   awaited   the   dessert. 

Just  as  the  demi-tasse  was  placed 
upon  the  table,  there  was  a  commo- 
tion at  the  door. 

"My  husband!"  gasped  the  sta- 
tuesque person. 

He  charged  violently  toward  us,  a 
revolver  in  one  hand  and  a  horsewhip 
in  the  other,  roaring  in  a  very  alarm- 
ing voice. 

After  I  had  bowled  over  three 
waiters  and  made  my  escape  through 
the  servants'  entrance,  I  vowed  I 
would   lunch  thereafter  alone. 


Wife:    "Splendid,  Reg,  splendid!    Bui  I  think  those  cows  look  rather  like 
trees — thai  is — of  course — unless  they  are  trees!  ' 


C9DLIN 


13 


Mt('v"ii'v 


(ttUCldCgr--— 


Father:    "Your  mother  never  dressed  the  way  you  girls  do  to-day  to  catch  a  husband." 
Daughter:    "No,  hut  look  what  she  gotf" 
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The  Excelsior  Fellow 

By  Leslie  McFarlane 


It  is  a  discouraging  and  lamentable  fact  that  so  many  famous 
people  have  left  behind  them  so  little  data  for  the  benefit  of  their 
biographers.  There  is  no  doubt  that  people  all  over  the  civilized 
world  have  heard  of  the  fellow  who  went  staggering  around 
the  Alps  waving  a  big  banner  upon  which  was  inscribed  the 
word  "Excelsior,"  but  how  many  know  anything  more  about 
him  than  that?  So  far  as  can  be  learned,  the  world's  knowledge 
of  the  chap  begins  and  ends  there.  Since  he  is  so  famous,  it 
would  seem  to  be  the  duty  of  a  biographer  to  dig  up  at  least 
some  facts  regarding  his  life  and  works,  and  this  writer  can 
truthfully  say  he  has  done  his  durnedest,  but  this  Excelsior 
fellow  left  fewer  tracks  than  an  embezzler. 

We  know  that  he  went  up  and  dowTi  the  Alps  waving  a 
banner  upon  which  was  inscribed  the  word  "Excelsior."  Mr. 
Longfellow  thought  so  much  of  the  feat  that  he  wrote  a  poem 
about  it,  and  various  singers  at  church  concerts  have  thought 
so  much  of  the  poem  that  they  have  been  singing  it  ever  since, 
more's  the  pity.  Mr.  Longfellow,  however,  appears  to  have 
known  all  about  this  young  chap,  but  he  is  dead  now,  and  he 
left  no  other  facts  behind  than  those  contained  in  the  poem. 

The  actions  of  the  young  man  in  going  about  the  Alps 
waving  a  banner  inscribed  "Excelsior,"  would  appear  to  indi- 
cate that  he  was  doing  it  as  an  advertising  stunt,  undoubtedly 
for  excelsior,  that  twisty,  curly  product  so  extensively  used  in 
packing  china  and  booze.  Undoubtedly,  he  was  an  American, 
as  only  an  American  company  would  think  up  such  an  idea  as 
sending  an  advertising  man  over  to  the  Alps  to  wave  a  banner 
describing  its  product.    It  is  a  typical  American  idea. 

Having  deduced  this  much,  one  would  imagine  it  would  be 
a  simple  thing  to  obtain  further  information  from  the  American 
excelsior  companies.  The  following  form  letter  was,  therefore, 
sent  to  the  various  companies  in  the  excelsior  business: 

"Gentlemen:  I  wish  to  secure  data  regarding  a  member 
of  the  advertising  department  of  an  excelsior  company,  who  was 
assigned  to  the  Swiss  territory  in  the  latter  part  of  the  last  cen- 
tury. He  is  said  to  have  been  frozen  to  death  in  an  avalanche 
or  a  volcano  or  an  iceberg  or  a  glacier  or  something,  in  the  Alps. 
If  you  have  any  record  of  his  having  been  employed  by  your 
company,  any  information  regarding  his  name,  date  of  birth, 
names  of  parents,  etc.,  would  be  greatly  appreciated.  Yours 
truly — ." 

In  practically  every  case,  the  companies  wrote  back  that 
careful  inspection  of  their  records  had  revealed  nothing  regard- 
ing advertising  campaigns  in  Switzerland  during  the  nineteenth 
century.  One  company  stated  that  it  had  assigned  a  youth  to 
that  territory  in  the  early  part  of  1 905  but  had  fired  him  for 
padding  his  expense  account.  So  far  as  they  knew,  he  was  now 
in  the  sauerkraut  business,  in  Austria.  So  that  could  hardly  have 
been  the  fellow. 

You  will  see,  therefore,  that  this  biography  will  be  prac- 
tically devoid  of  facts.  All  we  know  about  the  young  man  is 
that  he  went  out  amid  snow  and  ice,  bearing  a  banner  with  a 


strange  device.  This  strange  device  was  "Excelsior,"  and  the 
young  man  seems  to  have  had  the  right  idea  in  advertising  his 
product,  although  it  might  have  been  better  had  he  put  the  name 
of  the  company  on  the  banner  as  well.  Any  natives  of  Switzer- 
land who  m;ght  have  been  prompted,  at  sight  of  the  banner,  to 
purchase  large  supplies  of  excelsior  at  once,  might  have  un- 
wittingly sent  their  orders  in  to  some  other  company  and  the 
young  man's  work  would  have  been  in  vain. 

At  that,  the  banner  idea  seems  to  have  been  a  bit  fool- 
hardy, in  that  climate.  He  might  better  have  invested  the  money 
in  a  good  large  billboard  and  planted  it  on  the  Matterhorn,  or 
Vesuvius,  or  Coliseum,  or  some  of  those  mountains,  where 
everybody  could  see  it  all  the  year  round. 

Anyway,  he  was  frozen  to  death.  Investigation  among  resi- 
dents of  the  Alps  has  failed  to  bring  to  hght  anything  further 
about  him.  Nobody  remembers  him.  Longfellow  definitely 
states  that  his  body  was  found,  and  that  he  was  still  hanging  onto 
the  banner.  Whether  an  inquest  was  held,  where  he  was  buried, 
or  where  the  banner  went  to,  are  matters  of  mystery.  No  doubt 
the  young  man's  company  hushed  the  affair  up,  as  it  would  be  a 
bad  advertisement  for  them  if  it  became  known  that  they  had 
sent  a  member  of  their  advertising  staff  into  the  Alps  without 
sufficient  clothing  to  protect  him  from  the  blizzards.  He  should 
have  been  more  warmly  vsrapped  up. 

Just  the  same,  it  is  very  hard  to  see  why  people  have  made 
such  a  hero  of  him.  It  was  very  sad,  of  course,  and  all  that, 
but  the  whole  story  indicates  that  he  was  an  awful  ass  to  go 
gallivanting  around  the  Alps  waving  that  banner  on  a  night  so 
stormy  that  few  people  could  see  the  banner  anyway.  One  can 
imagine  a  worthy  Swiss  couple  sitting  by  the  fireside,  telling 
each  other  it  was  the  worst  blizzard  within  memory.  One  can 
imagine  an  old  Swiss  gentleman  peering  out  the  window  and 
saying: 

"Losh  a'mighty,  Eliza.  Come  and  take  a  look  at  this  will 
you." 

And  Eliza  would  come  and  look  out  the  window  and  say: 
"Well,  if  it  ain't  that  young  advertisin'  fellow  for  excelsior. 
He'll  be  froze  to  death." 

"It'll  serve  him  right,"  the  old  man  would  say.  "There  must 
be  somethin'  the  matter  with  his  head.  Imagine  bein'  out  on  a 
night  like  this.  I've  a  good  mind  to  'phone  the  police  that  the 
lad  has  gone  off  his  nut  entirely.  A  fellow  like  that  might  gel 
dangerous." 

Lacking  corroboration  as  it  does,  however,  I  am  not  sure 
that  the  story  of  this  excelsior  fellow  is  true  at  all.  Sympathy 
may  be  largely  misplaced.  The  whole  yarn  looks  pretty  thin. 
It  appears  almost  like  something  concocted  by  the  publicity  de- 
partments of  the  excelsior  companies,  to  keep  the  name  of 
excelsior  before  the  public.  One  would  hate,  of  course,  to  hint 
that  Mr.  Longfellow,  now,  aided  in  such  a  nefarious  scheme, 
but  still — perhaps  he  needed  the  money.    Those  poets  often  do. 
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"My  husband  has  just  rung  up  to  say  he  Won't  he  home  to  dinner  to-night. 
"Aren't  men  brutes!   Mine  has  stuck  at  home  every  night  for  over  a  week." 


"Well — What  do  you  think  of  my  chicks — family  of  thirteen?" 
"Charming — but  a  trifle  Victorian." 
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By  I.  Sizem  Mupp 

(As  told  to  Wright  Saul  Knight) 

(With  apologies  to  Printers'   Ink  and 

Mr.    Winslow    Russell) 

How  do  you  pick  your  salesmen? 
Are  you  relying  on  the  old-fashioned 
method  of  using  your  own  personal 
judgment  or  have  you  got  a  real  up-to- 
the-minute  sure-fire  system?  I.  Sizem 
Mupp,  general  manager  of  the  great 
Mupp  and  Attem  Corporation,  tells 
you  how  to  avoid  mistakes. 

"A  postman  probably  makes  more 
calls  a  day  than  any  other  type  of 
employee,"  said  Mr.  Mupp,  "yet  not 
one  of  them  is  paying  his  way  except 
the  week  before  the  Postmen's  Bene- 
fit Ball." 

The  great  manufacturer  had  just 
concluded  his  Efficiency  Hour,  an  in- 
stitution at  the  Mupp  and  Attem  plant 
which  is  perpetrated  daily.  All  the 
employees  meet  every  morning  for  an 
hour's  Pep  Talk  by  Mr.  Mupp.  The 
inspiration  gained  from  these  intimate 
little  gatherings  is  sufficient  to  make 
the  whole  staff  carry  on  till  noon, 
when  they  are  given  a  short  two  hour 
Zipp  Conference  by  Mr.  Attem.  All 
the  employees  are  encouraged  to  de- 
velop themselves  and  physical  culture 
classes  are  compulsory  from  ten  till 
twelve  every  morning.  The  afternoons 
from  three  till  five  are  open  for  the 
reception  of  friends  and  relatives  of 
the  inmates. 

"At    one    time,"    said    Mr.    Mupp, 


TELL  fl  rALtJ>V1N 
FROM  ft  POrTMflN 


"we  picked  all  our  salesmen  from  the 
post  office  ranks  but  we  found  that 
when  on  the  road  we  found  it  virtually 
impossible  to  induce  them  to  enter  the 
prospects'  places  of  business.  They 
contented  themselves  with  concentrat- 
ing on  the  switchboard  girls.  After 
this  I  invented  my  famous  system.  I 
referred  to  the  records  of  the  salesmen 
we  had  employed  in  the  past  and  per- 
fected a  formula. 

"This  is  how  it  works.  An  appli- 
cant applies.  His  name,  we'll  say,  is 
Stanislaus  Czuckski.  Or  perhaps 
simply  St.  Elmo  Grashley  Von  Hun- 
stlemeyer.  You  ask  him  if  he  does 
cross-word  puzzles.  Then  you  consult 
your  records.  Out  of  one  hundred 
salesmen  who  did  cross-word  puzzles 
you  find  that  eighty-five  failed  and 
that  fifteen  were  successful — at  cross- 
word puzzles.  Mark  Stan  down  fif- 
teen. Next  you  ask  him  if  he  eats 
garlic.  If  he  says  yes,  mark  him  down 
957,  never  mind  consulting  your 
records.     Ask    him    if    he    writes    let- 


ters to  the  papers,  wears  red  flannel 
night  shirts,  collects  cigarette  cards. 
Supposing  affirmative  answers  are 
given  mark  him  down  63,  22  and  97, 
divide  by  25,  take  away  the  number 
you  first  thought  of  and  look  for  the 
answers  in  Saturday's  noon  edition. 

"This  method  never  fails,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Mupp,  "and  in  the  face 
of  our  phenomenal  success  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  realize  that  there  are  still  ex- 
ecutives who  take  the  trouble  to  ask 
an  applicant  if  he  has  ever  sold  any- 
thing." 

Asked  what  he  considered  the 
Ideal  Salesman's  attributes,  Mr. 
Mupp  said  (in  part) :  "The  trouble 
with  salesmen  to-day  is  that  they  lack 
initiative.  The  man  who  will  succeed 
loves  to  overcome  obstacles.  Our  men 
are  crazy  about  them.  Some  of  them 
always  'phone  ahead  to  the  prospect 
asking  him  to  shove  a  chair  under  the 
door  handle  so  that  he  will  have  to 
sell  him  through  the  transom.    Others 

(Continued  on  page  S5) 


Enthusiastic  Young  Dentist:    "Oh,  Uncle  George,  you  must  come  and  meet 
Miss  Brown;  her  top  plate  is  the  finest  hit  of  work  I've  done  yet!" 
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Mother  Goofc  [192^] 


Consider  Mother  Goose.  The  dear 
old  lady's  literary  efforts  have  lately 
been  the  cause  of  a  grand  shebang 
among  the  highbrow  knowledge- 
pedlars.  Mother  Goose  should  assav 
fairly  high  in  education  material  if  her 
stuff  is  to  be  put  over  on  the  present- 
day  youngster,  they  tell  us. 

If  there  is  anything  wrong  with  the 
authoress  in  question,  it  is  not  lack  of 
education,  but  lack  of  real  jazz,  pep, 
syncopation  and  other  ingredients  of 
what  is  supposed  to  be  a  feverish  age. 
In  a  day  and  generation  when  children 
rise  out  of  their  cradles  to  sing  "Red 
Hot  Mamma"  and  "Let  Me  Be  the 
First  to  Kiss  You  Good  Morning," 
Mama  Goose  is  a  bit  too  mild  for  the 
wise  babies. 

Let  her  drink  a  pint  of  insulin  and 
start  all  over  again  but  more  along 
these  lines: 


Bye,    baby    bunting,    daddy's    gone    a- 

hunting. 
If  I  knew  v/hat  and  why  and  where, 
I  might  give  dear  old  dad  the  air. 


•lATC    TO 


Jack  Razz  detested  jazz. 
Classics  bored  his  missis. 
Their  radio  fare  was  just  hot  air. 
(Oh,   what   a   moral   this   is.) 


:==  MOTH-EB  HUBB'-ARV  AWP  THE  COP- 


Old  Mother  Hubbard  weni  to  the  cup- 
board 

(And  your  ideas  on  why  she  went 
there,  mes  enfants,  are  all  wet  for 
as  a  matter  of  honest  truth  she  went 
to  get  a  drink  for  one  of  her  regular 
customers.) 

But  when  she  got  there,  the  cops  raid- 
ed her  lair, 

(And  what  Mother  Hubbard  really 
did  get,  my  children,  was  six  months 
in  the  gas-house.) 
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niSS  MUF-F£T    rUlL  OF  GIN. 


Little  Miss  Muffet. 

Is  certainly  tough,  it 

Is  said  and  she  won't  deny 

That  she'll  take  a  big  swallow 

Of  gin  and  then  follow 

It  up  with  a  hooker  of  rye. 

— James  A.  Cowan. 

*  *      * 

Prof.  A.  S.  Eve,  of  McGill  Uni- 
versity, says  in  the  Atlantic  Monthly 
that  the  entire  population  of  the  world 
could  be  put  into  Lake  Ontario  and 
that  each  individual  would  have  ap- 
proximately   60   square    feet   of   room. 

It  is  understood  that  he  is  now  seek- 
ing funds  to  carry  out  the  experiment. 

«  4c  * 

Thomas  A.  Edison  thinks  that  the 
average  life  of  an  American  will  soon 
be  200  years. 

At  some  people's  present  rate  of 
speed,  they  should  reach  this  objective 
before    1950. 

*  *       * 

Criss-Cross 

I   think  Chris  must  be  cross  with  me, 

I   cannot  comprehend. 
She  wrote  a  letter  with  a  lot 

Of  crosses  at  the  end.  — 5. 
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The  Bare  Face  a  Cause  of  Social  Unrest 

By  John  Nelson 


"The  military  inouslache  was  an 
index  of  character." 

MARX    is    not    the   cause   of   social 
unrest ;  its  Gillette. 
Science  has  settled  it.    The  seeds  of 
social    discontent    were    sown    when    a 
heedless     generation     started     shouting 


"be 


soon  whis 


iskers 


to  be 


regarded  as  a  man's  own  fault.  Now 
the  safety  has  made  of  them  a  rare, 
and  vanishing  frailty. 

But    at    what    a    price!       When    it 
chewed    the   ends   of    its   whiskers,    the 


race  was  exposed  to  germs,  but  it  was 
immune  from  unrest.  The  beardless 
face  has  denied  the  emotions  a  safety 
valve.    Let  society  pay  the  penalty. 

And  it  does.  Denuding  the  throat 
of  its  native  scrub  is  as  fatal  as  other 
forms  of  deforestation.  It  irritates  the 
larynx,  of  which  verbal  exuberance  is 
the  symptom.  The  significant  fact  that 
the  shaven  face  is  almost  universal 
among  lawyers  and  politicians,  has  not 
escaped  the  discriminating  observation 
of  the  research  experts. 

Time  was  when  long  hair  on  the 
head  was  the  glory  of  a  woman,  and 
long  hair  on  the  face,  the  triumph  of 
manhood.  Long  locks  on  a  man  were 
as  obnoxious  as  the  sable  moustache 
which  sometimes  obtruded  itself — by 


"In   Russia  it  conceals  not  thoughts, 
but  bombs." 


'The   Irish   fringe   known  as   the 
Calloway." 


growth,    not    by    application  —  on    the 
lips  of  a  lady. 

Modern  women  have  done  these 
hairy,  or  hoary,  traditions,  to  death. 
Lady  Godiva  covered  her  entire  person 
with  her  tresses ;  the  modern  flapper, 
abetted  by  a  bobbing  barber,  thinks 
the  demands  of  modesty  sufficiently 
met  if  she  cover  her  ears. 


"The  wish-bone  design." 


Man,  in  turn,  has  hailed  the  safety 
as  an  emancipator.  The  fifty-seven, 
or  more  varieties  have  been  almost  ex- 
terminated. 

These  were  so  diverse  and  ingen- 
ious, with  such  a  wide  range  of  treat- 
ment that  they  baffle  the  imagination 
of  a  barefaced  age. 


'The    Charlie    Chaplin    was    a 
gesture  of  homage." 
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"The  mutton  chop  side-burn. 


The  military  moustache  —  fierce 
and  foreign — was  an  index  of  charac- 
ter, actual  or  implied.  The  promis- 
cuous beard  —  a  capillary  deposit  in 
bulk — was  a  face  screen  to  conceal 
thought.  At  the  height  of  its  popu- 
larity physiognomy  almost  became  a 
lost  art.  In  time,  certain  conventional 
forms  became  standardized. 


The  basic,  indigenous  type  still  per- 
sists. In  Russia  it  conceals,  not 
thoughts,  but  bombs.  In  rural  parts  it 
is  popular  as  a  labor  saver  and  heat 
conserver.  This  sturdy  volunteer  crop 
was  often  checked  by  back  pruning, 
where  careless  irrigation  had  over  stim- 
ulated growth,  or  where  it  had  been 
discolored  by  too-frequent  submersion. 
In  its  neglected  form  it  was  known  as 
face  fungus. 

The  widest  license  was  taken  in 
lateral  effects,  with  results  often  as 
distinctive  as  those  of  the  evergreen 
gardener  with  rectangular  tastes. 

The  Irish  fringe,  vulgarly  known  as 
the  galloway,  was  not  strictly  a  lateral. 
Nor  was  it  a  distinct  genus.  It  was 
rather  a  remnant  of  a  luxurious  growth, 
left  like  the  brush  at  the  foot  of  a 
clearing  to  mark  the  boundaries  of  the 


"The  let-US-pray." 


'French-style." 


primitive  bush.  It  was  belligerent  and 
aggressive — hence  its  name.  Bleached 
white  and  bristling  against  a  back- 
ground of  red  epidermis  it  was  as  for- 
bidding as  a  six  shooter. 

The  much  favored  moustache  was 
made  grim  or  graceful  by  sharp  trim- 
ming or  adroit  hand  culture.  The 
wish  bone  design  cunningly  followed 
the  laws  of  gravity  and  doubtless  for 
this  reason,  was  much  affected  by  men 


of  sombre  minds.  The  Charlie  Chap- 
lin was  a  physical  gesture  of  homage 
to  the  great  men  of  the  day.  The 
mutton  chop  was  a  right  angle  relation 
to  the  moustache  and  sideburn.  Car- 
ried in  a  full  skirt  effect  toward  the 
shoulder  blades  it  was  known  as  a 
let-US-pray.  Also  there  was  the  French 
style. 

All,  all,  have  passed.  Ancient 
prints  may  still  enable  us  to  recon- 
struct their  flowing  lines.  Antiquar- 
ians, tenacious  of  the  customs  of  a 
more  leisurely  and  graceful  day,  may 
restore  the  type  in  gallery  and  museum. 
Painters  may  rescue  some  of  the  more 
glorious  examples  of  the  art. 

But  a  blow  has  been  struck  at  one 
of  our  most  dherished  legends  which 
neither  artist  nor  historian  can  pre- 
serve. Santa  Claus  is  doomed.  Noth- 
ing but  disaster  can  follow  any  at- 
tempt to  preserve  him.  As  now  de- 
picted he  is  a  creature  unknown  to 
modern  youth  —  unfamiliar,  antique, 
exotic.  He  belongs  to  the  period  of  the 
dodo  and  the  dinosaur.  Disciples  of 
St.  Nicholas  have  before  them  a  grim 
choice.  They  must  bury  their  saint  or 
shave  him! 


Thoughts  About  Nature. 

The  sad  rain  fills  the  dismal  street 

The     storm's     hand     at     my     window 

knocks. 

I  only  know  I've  got  wet  feet 

And  ought  to  change  my  socks. 


"Why  all  the  complaining  from  the 

soccer  team?" 

"Somebody  stole  their  ball." 

(Get   ready,   joke  coming)    "Well, 

they've  got  nothing  to  kick  about." 

(Close  that  DOOR!) 

*       *       * 

Love 

Love  came  like  morning  to  a  flower 
And  tender  thoughts  awoke ; 
Love  lingered  for  a  golden  hour. 
Then  went  and  left  me  broke. 
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Men  About  Town. 

By  Ziegfeld 
The  rising  young  lawyer  who  is  practising  at  the  bar. 


Villanelle  of  Beautiful  Sights 

"The  finest  sight  it  has  been  my  privilege  to  behold 
for  some  time  was  when  we.  .  .Went  doWn  to  what  had 
once  been  the  bar  and  found  it  empty." 

— From   a   recent   temperance   lecture. 

Sing  no  more  of  woman's  hair. 
Nor  the  beauty  of  her  eyes; 
There  are  other  things  more  fair. 

Never  chant  of  beauties  rare. 
Of  the  way  the  heron  flies; 
Sing  no  more  of  woman's  hair. 

Heed  no  more  the  mystic  flare 
Of  the  frozen  arctic  skies, 
There  are  other  things  more  fair. 

Silent  be  nor  ever  dare 

Hymn  the  west  when  sunset  dies; 

Sing  no  more  of  woman's  hair. 

Though    the    springtime    world    en- 
snare. 
Breathing  hints  of  Paradise, 
There  are  other  things  more  fair. 

A  barroom  empty,  cold  and  bare 
Easily  cops  the  beauty  prize ; 
Sing  no  more  of  woman's  hair, 
There  are  other  things  more  fair. 


Historical   Note 

Historians  have  found  that  the 
tastes  of  a  nation  may  be  gauged  from 
the  language;  for  example,  the  fact 
that  the  Romans  used  so  many  syno- 
nyms for  pork  and  other  vittles  is  taken 
as  a  sure  indication  that  they  were  at 
least  epicures  and  at  most  gourmands. 
What,  we  shudder  to  think,  will  be  the 
judgment  of  the  future  when  our  civili- 
zation is  discovered  and  the  professors 
come  upon  our  999  ways  of  expressing 
the  word  liquor? 


The  Still  Small  Voices 

They  are  calling  to  you. 

Softly  but  inevitably. 

Confidently  they  whisper. 

And  you  will  answer  and  go  to  join 

them. 
Yes,  Cross-words,   Mah  Jongg.  the 

Ouija    Board    and    the    farmer 

Government  are  calling. 


"Poor  ole  Bill!    '£'s  so  short-sighted  'e's  working  'imself  to  death" 
"IVot's  'is  short  sight  got  to  do  with  il?" 

"Well,  'c  cant  see  when  the  boss  aint  looking,  so  'e  'as  to  keep  on  shooelling 
all  the  time!" 


XJAVE  you  ever  tried  to  get  anything 
out  of  the  Custom  House?  I  have. 
About  a  month  ago  I  got  a  letter 
from  my  great-aunt  Charlotte  Thomp- 
kins,  who  Hves  in  Boston.  The  letter 
read: 

"My  dear  grand-nephew, 

I  trust  this  finds  you  well.  I  am 
sending  you  a  pair  of  knitted  woollen 
bedroom  slippers  and  a  book  for  your 
birthday.  I  hope  you  will  like  them. 
The  weather  here  is  nice  now. 
Your  affect. 

Great  Aunt  Charlotte. 

"Well,"  I  said  to  myself,  "that's 
very  good  of  the  old  nonagenerian. 
No  doubt  they'll  be  along  on  the  next 
mail." 

They  weren't.  Nor  on  the  next — 
nor  the  next.  I  asked  the  postman 
about  them  but  he  said  it  wasn't  in  his 
department  so  he  could  tell  me  noth- 
ing. After  about  four  days  I  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  the  old  lady  must 
have  been  joshing  me  and  forgot  the 
whole  affair. 

Meantime,  however,  I  must  tell  you 
I  had  received  a  post-card  from  the 
customs  house.  It  was  a  notification 
of  some  sort  but  as  it  is  my  habit 
never  to  pay  any  attention  to  first 
notices  on  the  proven  theory  that  if  it 
is  anything  important  some  one  will 
send  you  a  second  notice  later,  I  dis- 
regarded it.  Also  I  did  not  in  any 
way  connect  it  with  great  Aunt  Char- 
lotte's birthday  gifts  especially  as  the 
card  appeared  to  refer  to  a  person 
named   Thamybnms. 

This  morning  came  a  letter  from 
the  old  lady  wanting  to  know — rather 
frigidly — if  I  had  received  her  gifts 
and  simultaneously  therewith  a  second 
notice  from  the  customs  people. 

This  time  I  connected  the  card  with 
Aunt  Charlotte.  It  was  about  eleven 
o'clock  in  the  morning  when  I  arrived 
at  the  customs  house.  There  were 
three  queues  in  front  of  three  open 
wickets  under  the  general  division 
marked   U.  S.    So   1   joined  the  short- 
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Customs  House  Blues 

est  of  these  and  commenced  to  wait 
my  turn.  After  about  half  an  hour, 
during  which  time  I  had  moved  up 
two  places  in  line,  the  clerk  behind 
my  wicket  stuck  his  head  out  of  the 
aperture. 

"Anyone  here  with  more  than  one 
parcel?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,"  I  replied,  expectantly,  "I 
am  waiting  for  two." 
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Ed:  Do  you  know.  Aunt  Charlottes 
new  suit  cost  her  $60. 

Ned  (absently) :    Two  pair  of  pants? 


"Then  you've  no  right  in  this  line," 
he  said,   "move  up  to  the  next  one." 

After  about  another  half  hour  in 
the  second  line  the  clerk  behind  its 
window  stuck   his   head  out. 

"How  many  cards  have  you?"  he 
asked  the  man  at  the  head  of  the  line, 
"and  you  and  you  and  you  and  you." 

"One,"   I   replied. 

"Then  you'll  be  better  in  the  other 
line-up,"  he  said,  indicating  the  one 
from  which  I  had  just  come. 

I  moved  back.  Finally  my  turn 
came. 

"Have  you  got  an  invoice?"  asked 
the  clerk,  after  he  had  fetched  the 
parcel. 

"No,"  I  admitted. 

The  clerk  sniffed. 


"What  are  these  worth?"  he  asked, 
holding  up  the  bed-room  slippers. 

"Nothing  to  me,"  I  replied,  "I 
wouldn't  wear  the  beastly  things." 

"I  don't  know,"  he  said,  suspic- 
iously. "I  think  they  look  pretty 
good." 

"My  dear  chap,"  I  responded,  "if 
you  like  them,  keep  them,  by  all 
means.  Give  me  the  book,  you  take 
the  slippers  for  yourself  and  we'll  call 
it  a  day." 

"No,"  said  the  clerk,  ponderously. 

"I    can't    do    that.         It    wouldn't    be 
regular." 

"By  the  way,  what  is  the  book?" 
I  inquired. 

He  held  it  up. 

It  was  Main  Street,  by  Sinclair 
Lewis. 

"Good  Lord!"  I  said,  "I've  had 
two  copies  of  that  for  two  years.  I 
don't  want  it,  either." 

"Then  shall  we  send  the  parcel 
back?"  asked  the  clerk. 

"Oh,  no,  you  can't  do  that,"  I 
said.  "How  much  duty  do  you  want?" 

"Well,  I  don't  know  just  what  to 
charge  you  on  these  slippers,"  he  re- 
sponded. "Perhaps  you'd  better  go 
around  and  have  a  talk  with  the  valu- 
ator." 

The  valuator  was  out.  However, 
everybody  said  he'd  be  back  in  a  few 
minutes,  so  I  sat  down.  After  about 
an  hour  he  came  back. 

Then,  when  he  told  me  what  the 
duty  would  be,  I  discovered  that  I'd 
nothing  but  some  loose  change  in  my 
pocket  and  hadn't  enough  to  pay  it. 
By  the  time  I  got  to  the  bank,  it  was 
closed  and  after  I'd  borrowed  some 
money  from  a  friend  and  gone  back 
to  the  customs  house  there  was  too 
big  a  line-up  in  front  of  me  to  make 
any  use  waiting. 

However,  I  am  going  back  at  eight 
o'clock  to-morrow  morning.  I  am  go- 
ing to  get  those  slippers  and  that  book 
if  it  takes  till  Christmas. 

— Andrew  Moon. 
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Mr.  E.  Haldeman  Julius  (of  Cirard,  Kansas)  shows 
a  friend  through  his  library. 

— Jack  o'  Lantern. 

These  Terrible  Times! 

Signs  of  uneasiness  began  to  be  seen  and  the  Get-Wise 
Social  For  Freshmen  threatened  to  be  a  fizzle.  The 
committee  held  a  hasty  meetmg  and  decided  to  shove  on 
the  main  act,  which  was  a  magician.  The  magician 
bowed  politely  and  started  to  strut  his  stuff.  He  pro- 
duced a  baby  grand  piano  and  six  pairs  of  green  spats 
by  merely  waving  a  tablecloth,  but  the  Freshmen  were 
not  impressed.  His  favorite  trick  of  dragging  a  set  of 
dishes  out  of  a  plug  hat  only  brought  a  shrug  from  the 
collective  shoulders  of  his  young  audience,  and  he  was 
exasperated,  if  not  worse. 

"Has  anyone  in  the  audience  a  pint  flask  that  I 
could  borrow  for  my  next  trick?"  he  inquired,  but  the 
frosh  only  looked  dumb. 

"Hasn't  anyone  got  a  pint  flask  they  could  let  me 
borrow  for  a  couple  of  minutes?" 

There  was  no  response  and  the  conjurer  was  sorely 
perplexed.  Finally  one  little  twurp,  less  sophisticated 
than  the  rest,  arose  and  inquired  if  a  quart  flask  would 
do. 

"Why,    certainly,    my    little    man,"    answered    the 
magician. 

Whereat  the  audience  rose  as  one  man  with  a  shiny 
quart  flask  held  in  each  chubby  right  fist. 

— Brown  Jug. 

*       *       * 

First   Sky  Writer:     "Hello,    Bill,   ya   still    with   the 
Lucky  Strike  people?" 

Second  Maniac:  "Naw,  gotta  easier  job  now.  I'm 
writing  fer  LUX."  — Virginia  Reel. 


The  Solitude  Complex 

(In  the  manner  of  the  current  song-writers) 
Dear  me!    dear  me! 
Nobody's  near  me. 
No  one  to  hear  me — 

What  am  I  going  to  do? 
As  I've  said  in  a  dozen  lyrical 
Pieces,  here's  another  miracle: 

I'm  alone,  and  blue. 
Yet  when  I  am  sad  and  lonely 
I  must  try  to  do  the  only 
Thing  that  a  fella 
Who  is  mela- 

Ncholy  does,  which  is  to  say  how  very 
Lonesome  and  solitary 

I  am  feeling  to-day. 

CHORUS: 
It  can't  fail 
To  land  the  kale — 
To  say  I'm  lonesome, 
And  won't  you  'phone  some 

Time? 
If  you  saw  my  bulging  wallet,  you'd 
See  how  much  there  is  in  solitude. 
That's  why  you  see  me 
Lonesome  and  dreamy. 
Earth  never  had  as 
Blue  a  lad  and  sad  as 

I'm! 

— New   York   World. 


^J^ick- 


Prof:    "Name  please?" 
Stude:    "Percy  FitzHugh,  Sir." 
Prof :   "Don't  be  impertinent.  What's  your  name?" 

—Lord  Jeff. 
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Sweet  Young  Thing:  "What  makes 
the  yacht  jump  so?" 

Second  Sweet  Young  Thing:  "Bob 
says  the  poor  thing  is  on  a  tack." 

— London  Mail. 
«       «       * 

Impassioned  Orator:  "Ireland,  my 
Ireland!  Your  cup  of  misery  has  been 
overflowing  for  ages,  and  I  fear  it  is 
not  full  yet!" 

— Brown  Jug. 
«       «       « 

Quick  and  Dirty — "I  ordered 
strawberry  shortcake.  Where  are  the 
strawberries?" 

Just  Dirty — "That's  what  it's  short 
of."  — Blue  Baboon. 

*  *      m 

"The  bearded  lady  of  Ringling 
Bros,  circus  recently  died  on  Staten 
Island  leaving  a  wife  and  five  chil- 
dren." — Medley. 

*  *      * 

It    is    rumored    that    most    of    these 

"Go    Home    to    Mother    and    Dad" 

songs  were  written  by  college   Deans. 

— Yale  Record. 


He:    What  are  you  thinking  about? 
She:    Nothing;  what  did  you  think 


I  was  thinking  about? 
He:    Nothing. 


— Ranger. 


Cop  (to  pianist) — Somebody  call- 
ed up  police  headquarters,  reporting 
that  a  guy  named  Schubert  is  being 
murdered  in  here. 

— Judge. 


'They  say  there's  a  fool  born  every  minute.'' 
'Yeah,  but  automobiles  even  up  things." 


-Phoenix. 


Caught 

It's  wiser  and  better 
To  kiss  and  forget. 
To  learn  to  forget  her 
Is  wiser  and  better 
Than  ever  to  let  her 
Fill  life  with  regret — 
But  now  that  I've  met  her 

How  can  I  forget?  — S. 

*       «       * 
Hobo — Kmd  sir,  have  you  a  quart- 
er to  spare  for  a  poor  man? 

Student — Go  on  across  the  street — 
I'm  working  this  side! 

— Chaparral. 


Son:    "A  fellow  in  school  told  me  I 
looked  like  you  Pop." 

Pop    (proudly) :     "And    what   did 
you  say  my  son?" 

Son:     "Gee,    Pop,    he    was    bigger 
than  I  am." 

— Punch  Bowl. 
*       «       * 

Ethel — "Do   you    like    Beethoven's 
works,  Mr.   Ponks?" 

Mr.    Ponks — "Never    visited    'em. 
Wot  does  'e  manufacture?" 

— Judge. 
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A  FAR  LAND.  By  Martha 
Ostenso.  New  York:   Thomas  Seltzer. 

The  advent  of  a  new  Canadian  poet 
is  always  an  event  of  some  interest, 
even  when  she  comes  unheralded  by 
the  amount  of  publicity  lately  accorded 
Miss  Martha  Ostenso.  Without 
allowing  ourselves  to  be  influenced  by 
her  success  as  a  novelist,  we  must  de- 
clare that  as  a  poet  she  is  very  fine. 
After  the  forecasts  of  her  prize  novel, 
we  found  "A  Far  Land"  a  little 
disappointing  in  that  we  had  hoped 
to  find  more  of  the  wilderness  of  the 
prairie  about  these  poems.  There  is 
nothing  typically  Canadian  about 
them.  She  does  write  about  Brush- 
wood, but  she  turns  it  into  a  sort  of 
enchanted  copse.  "The  Return"  ap- 
proaches nearer  to  the  realism  of  life 
than  any  other.  Most  of  these  little 
lyrics  are  whimsical,  delicate,  airily 
lovely,  but  it  is  in  those  which  strike 
a  more  sonorous  note  that  the  jaded 
reviewer  finds  a  renewed  hope  for  the 
future   of  Canadian  literature. 

THE  OLD  FLAME.  By  A.  P. 
Herbert.  Toronto:  S.  B.  Cundy,  Pub- 
lishers.   $1.75. 

Mr.  A.  P.  Herbert,  so  says  the 
jacket  of  this  novel,  is  "A.  P.  H." 
of  Punch  and  author  of  "The  Man 
About  Town"  and  while  we  have 
never  read  "The  Man  About  Town" 
or  noticel,  particularly,  Mr.  Herbert's 
constributions  to  Punch  we  unhesitat- 
ingly say  that  hereafter  anyliiing  bear- 
ing his  name  or  initials  will  attract  our 
attention  at  once.  Also  it  will  raise 
our  expectations  to  a  high  level  for 
"The  Old  Flame"  is  the  most  amusing 
volume  it  has  been  our  good  fortune 
to  come  upon  for  a  long  time. 

One  quotation.  Phyllis  and  Mr. 
Moon  at  a  dance  were  caught  between 
floors  in  one  of  those  automatic  elec- 
tric elevators. 

"Phyllis  nestled  back  in  her  corner. 

'What  shall  we   talk   about  now, 

John?'   she  said  after   a  slight  pause. 


'This  is  a  very  comfy  little  lift,  I 
must  say.' 

'The  decorations  are  very  curious,' 
I  said.  '  Have  you  ever  seen  a  lift  with 
a  roof  Uke  that  before?' 

"  'I  don't  remember  looking  at  the 
roof  of  a  lift  before.  What's  the  mat- 
ter vnih  it?' 

It  is  covered  with  some  sort  of 
berries.' 

So  it  is,'  said  Phyllis,   'grapes.' 
"  'It    looks    to    me,'    I    said,    'like 
mistletoe.' 

'Those  berries  are  grapes,  Mr. 
Moon,'  said  Phyllis,  firmly,  looking 
at  me." 

THE  CONSTANT  NYMPH. 
By  Margaret  Kennedy.  Toronto:  S. 
B.  Cundy,  publishers.  $2.00 

These  are  words  of  praise,  of  ad- 
miration, of  appreciation.  It  is  now 
about  three  weeks  since  this  reviewer 
read  "TTie  Constant  Nymph  "  and  it 
is  a  matter  of  personal  regret  to  him 
that  he  did  not  have  the  good  fortune 
to  read  it  about  ten  days  prior  to  that 
in  which  case  he  would  have  been 
enabled  to  say  in  the  last  issue  of 
Goblin  what  he  is  going  to  say  in 
this,  namely  that  it  is  the  outstanding 
novel  of  the  season.  At  that  time  its 
paeans  of  praise  were  yet  to  come ;  now 
all  that  one  can  do  is  to  fall  in  line 
behind  the  bass  drummers  and  the 
trumpet  blowers  who  are  walking 
through  the  literary  pages  of  all  the 
newspapers  and  periodicals  in  the  con- 
tinent. 

This  IS  a  strange  story,  a  story  as 
foreign  in  incident  and  characteriza- 
tion as,  for  instance,  Babbitt  was 
familiar.  Yet,  like  Babbitt,  it  has  an 
unmistakable  ring  of  fundamental  au- 
thenticity. It  is  the  stuff  successful 
books  are  made  of. 

The  novel  is,  partly,  about  music 
and  it  is  written  by  a  musician,  a  woman 
who  plays  upon  an  incident  as  skil- 
fully as  Kreisler  plays  upon  a  violin. 

Let  us  make  one  prophecy.    If  you 


don't  like  it  you  will  hate  it.  The 
melody  which  the  author  is  playing 
might  have  been  composed  by  one  of 
her  characters,  Felix  Dodd.  It  might 
be  one  of  his  "Revolutionary  Songs." 

THE  BEST  ENCLISH  SHORT 
STORIES  OF  1924.  THE  BEST 
CONTINENTAL  SHORT 
STORIES  OF  I924.THE  BEST 
FRENCH  SHORT  STORIES  OF 
J 924.  Boston:  Small,  Maynard  and 
Company,  publishers.  3  volumes, 
$2.00  each. 

Uniformly  good  and  of  much  more 
lasting  book-shelf  value  than  the  ma- 
jority of  novels.  The  volume  of  con- 
tinental stories  is  interesting  not  only 
from  the  stand^joint  of  the  stories  them- 
selves as  stories,  but  because  it  shows 
the  sorts  of  things  now  being  written 
in   the   various    European   countries. 

THE  PAINTED  VEIL.  By  Somer- 
set Maugham.  Toronto:  McClelland 
and  Stewart,  publishers.   $2.00. 

This  novel  ought  easily  to  climb  in- 
to the  best  sellers'  list.  It  has  a  per- 
fectly shocking  first  chapter  and  an 
extremely  moral  last  one  which  means 
first,  that  it  will  intrigue  the  casual 
book-shop  prowler  and,  second,  that 
this  same  prowler  may  later  recom- 
mend it  to  a  friend  without  laying 
himself  or  herself  open  to  being  criti- 
cized as  a  smut-hound  or  a  lewd-minded 
person.  It  is  a  novel  which  strikes  one 
as  being  slightly  blatant  and  is  per- 
haps a  bit  disappointing  when  one 
remembers  the  smart  sophistication  and 
the  restraint  of  Mr.  Maugham's  play 
"The  Circle."  Nevertheless  it  is  an 
excellent  piece  of  work  technically  and 
carries  a  good  deal  of  sustained  inter- 
est. 

THE  MOMENT  OF 
BEAUTY.  By  Samuel  Merwin. 
Toronto:  Thomas  Allen,  Publishers. 
$2.00.  Good  stuff  from  an  able  and 
popular  word-merchant. 
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At  the  Song  Writers'  Club 

"Coming  on  the  party  tali-n:ght,  Hymie?  I  got  a 
couple  of  red-liot  mammas,  they're  some  chamahs,  yah 
better  come  along  with  me." 

"Nah,  none  of  that  stuff,  Moe.  There's  just  one  little 
goil,  and  she's  just  like  a  poil,  she's  the  best  in  the  woild, 
you  see.  I  know  where  she's  at,  in  a  snug  little  flat,  so 
I'm  telling  Broadway  good-bye." 

"Yah  betta  can  at  stuff,  fellah.  When  Uncle  Rastus 
starts  to  play,  he's  gonna  drive  them  blues  away." 

"I  wanta  pack  my  grip  and  take  a  little  trip.  I'm 
gonna  drive  my  motah  out  to  South  Dakotah.  " 

"Say.  I'm  gonna  play  a  little  tennis  myself,  down  in 
Tennessee,  where  I  wish  that  I  could  be.  There  may  be 
a  Colon  in  Panama,  but  you'll  come  to  a  full  stop 
there,  and  I'll  sure  be  in  a  coma  when  I  smell  the  swell 
aroma  of  that  balmy  air,  so  rare." 

"I  met  Rosa  Mae  out  in  old  Santa  Fe,  and  I  to  her 
did  say,  there  are  some  that  beat  all  others,  whether 
sisters,  friends  or  brothers,  they're  the  pies  like  dear  old 
Mother  used  to  make." 

"Pretty  good,  aincha,  fellah?  " 

"Yeah,  I  speak  in  rhyme  half  the  time." 

— Tiger. 


All  for  Love 

(Peggy  Hopkins-Joyce-Morner-Etcckra,   1950) 

O  talk  not  to  me  of  the  names  that  I've  carried: 

The  days  of  my  youth  were  the  days  when  I  married ; 
And  the  sables  and  ermine  of  sweet  two-and-twenty 

Were  worth  the  divorces,  though  ever  so  plenty. 
What  are  husbands,  I  ask,  to  a  brow  that  is  wrinkled? 

Their  worth  was  the  jewels  upon  me  besprinkled ; 
Then  away  with  all  such  from  the  head  that  is  hoary — 

What  cared  I  for  love  when  I'd  once  achieved  glory? 
O  Love!- — if  I  e'er  took  delight  in  thy  mazes, 

'Twas  not  for  the  sake  of  their  sweet-sounding  phrases. 
But  to  see  the  bright  eyes  of  my  latest  discover 

The  threads  of  another  romance  under  cover ! 

— Brown  Jug. 

*       *       * 

A  Close  Call 

The  parlor  sofa  held  the  twain 
Fair  damsel  and  her  lovely  swain; 
Heandshe. 
But  hark!    A  step  upon  the  stair! 
And  mother  finds  them  sitting  there — 

He ■ — ^and she. 

— Georgia  Yellow  Jacket. 


"Have  you  made  up  your  mind  to  go  to  the  dogs  ?" 
Inebriate:    "Dogs?    Dogs?    No,  I  didn't  gel  a  bid. 


— Lampoon. 
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Whoops,  I'm  sorry! 


— Record. 


Did  you  ever  hear  4\e  one  about  the  darky  that  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  the  Ku  Klux  Klan?  Well,  it  goes 
something  like  this: 

Three  minutes  after  receiving  the  letter  the  darky 
arrived  at  the  ticket  window  of  the  local  railroad  sta- 
tion.   The  following  conversation  ensued: 

"Cap'n,    suh,    when    do    de    fastes'    train    leave    dis 

tOWTl?" 

"Sorry,  Uncle,  but  the  fastest  train  left  five  minutes 
ago." 

"That's  all  right,  boss;  I'se  in  a  hurry;  just  you  sell 
me  a  ticket  an'  tell  me  which  track  she  left  on." 

—Witt. 

«       «       « 

The  Silent'  Partner 

Of  Auction  Bridge  atrocities, 

I  think  I  most  detest  the  chump 
Who  offers  comments  such  as  these: 

"Just  what  is  trump?" 
Ye  Gods,  to  hear  the  man  get  rid 

Of  dumb  remarks  at  breakneck  speed: 
"How  many  was  it  that  I  bid?" 

"Was  that  your  lead?" 
Such  questions  rile  me  till  I  claim 

The  right,  myself,  to  ask  him  one — 
"Why  don't  you  learn  to  play  the  game? 

It's  lots  of  fun!"  — Brown  Jug. 

*       *       * 

First  Flapper — "The  cheek  of  that  conductor!     He 
glared  at  me  as  if  I  hadn't  paid  my  fare." 
Second  Flapper— "And  what  did  you  do?" 
First   Flapper — "I   just  glared  back   at  him  as  if  I 
had."  — Blue  Baboon. 


Super-courtesy. 


— Record. 
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My 
Life  Work 


The  finest  shaving  cream  you  will  ever  know 

Let  me  send  you  a  tube  to  try 


5  New  Delights 

Five  remarkable  results 


By  the  Chief  Chemist 
Gentlemen:  They  were  not  scientists.    They  did  not 

You  have  your  own  ideals  and  aims  in  know  the  prime  requirement  in  a  shaving 

life.   Mine  is  to  excel  in  a  shaving  cream.  soap.   That  is,  strong-  bubbles  which  sup- 

I  devote  myself  to  soap  chemistry.  port  the  hairs  for  cutting. 


Multiplies   itself   in   lather  250 
times. 


Softens 
minute. 


the     beard     in     one 


Maintains   its   creamy   fullness 
10  minutes  on  the  face. 

Strong:   bubbles   hold   the   hain 
erect  for  cuttinjr. 

Fine  after  effects,  due  to  palm 
and  oliTe  nil  content. 


One  of  our  creations  is  Palmolive  Soap 
— the  world's  leading  toilet  soap.  Now 
in  less  than  4  years,  Palmolive  Shaving 
Cream,  too,  has  gained  top  place.  Its 
success  is  a  business  sensation. 

Will  you  do  us  the  courtesy  of  trying 
it?  Men  literally  are  flocking  to  it. 
When  we  started,  we  little  dreamed  so 
great  an  improvement  could  be  made  in 
a  shaving  cream. 

We  asked  1,000  Men 

Our  first  step  was  to  ask  1,000  men 
what  they  most  desired  in  a  Shaving 
Cream.  All  of  them  agreed  on  four 
things. 

But  one  requirement,  and  the  greatest 
of  all,  is  something  no  man  mentioned. 


We  made  130  trials  or  tests 

We  made  up  130  formulas  which  we 
discarded.  Each  was  better  than  the  one 
before.  But  none,  in  our  opinion,  reached 
the  utmost  in  a  Shaving  Cream. 

Then  we  attained,  by  many  times  over, 
the  best  Shaving  Cream  in  existence. 
To-day  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  is 
monarch  in  its  field.  It  is  winning  men 
by  the  millions,  as  they  try  it. 


Don't  change  from  the  cream  you  like 
now  until  you  see  what  Palmolive  Shav- 
ing Cream  does.  But  make  this  test. 
You  owe  it  to  yourself,  and  to  us.  Try 
ten  shaves,  and  let  the  results  show  if 
we  have  excelled  the  rest. 


PALMOLIVE 

SHAVING    CREAM 


Follow  with  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc. 
An  invisible  way  to  that  well-groomed  look. 


MADE  IN  CANADA 


10  SHAVES  FREE 


Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and  mail  to 
Dept.  B-986,  The  Palmolive  Company  of  Canada, 
Ltd.,  Toronto.  Ont. 
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Just  Seasick 

It  was  on  a  steamer.  A  goodly 
crowd  had  gathered  in  the  smoking- 
room  to  discuss  the  old  days  in  col- 
lege. Finally  one  of  the  crowd  offered 
to  tell  the  alma  mater  of  any  of  his 
companions.  He  singled  a  tall,  rangy 
chap  and  said,  "You're  from  Cornell, 
aren't  you?"  The  questioned  one 
nodded  in  affirmative.  The  next  chap 
was  heavy-set  with  an  aggressive  jaw. 
He  proved  to  be  from  Rutgers.  Turn- 
ing to  a  sickly,  dejected,  slouching  fel- 
low, he  asked,  "You're  from  Yale 
aren't  you?" 

"Yale,  hell!  I'm  just  seasick,"  was 
the  reply. 

— Tiger. 

*       *       * 

The   Eternal  Grind 

With  a  jolt  the  car  came  to  a  sud- 
den stop  in  the  middle  of  a  busy  street. 
The  self-starter  refused  to  act,  and  the 
driver  was  forced  to  dismount  and  en- 
deavor to  crank  up  the  engine  with  the 
aid  of  the  starting  handle.  For  five 
minutes  he  twirled  the  handle  furious- 
ly, while  a  small  crowd  collected, 
and  dien  at  length  an  old  lady  stepped 
forward  and  pressed  a  penny  into  the 
perspiring  motorist's  hand.  "My  good 
man,"  she  said  gently,  "I  wish  all 
barrel  organs  were  as  quiet  as  yours." 

— The  Taller. 

*       * 

My  Favorite  Stories 

(By  I.  S.  Cobb) 

Robert  Bridges  used  to  tell  this  one 
on  Alfred,   Lord  Tennyson. 

It  appears  the  great  poet  once  en- 
tered a  chop  house  and  ordered  chops. 
By  the  time  the  waiter  brought  them, 
Tennyson  ha3  realized  that  it  was 
Friday. 

"I  don't  want  those,"  he  said,  "I 
want  beef." 

The  waiter  remonstrated. 

"The  old  order  changeth,  yielding 
place  to  new,"  came  the  crushing  re- 
joinder. — Record. 
*        *        m 

"No  girl,"  says  the  rule  of  a  cer- 
tain Western  university,  "must  walk 
the  campus  after  dark,  unless  going  to 
the  library  or  to  lecture,  or  for  pur- 
poses of  learning."  We  don't  see 
where  that  rule  is  a  rule  at  all. 

— Georgia  Yellow  Jacket. 


The  Tower  of  Pisa  in  a  nervous  household. 


-New   Yorker. 


Central  (at  2.00  a.m.)  —  "Oh, 
we're  just  testing  out  your  line." 

Reginald  (the  cookie  pusher)  — 
"Sorry,  ol'  girl,  can't  recall  a  bit  of 
it  this  time  of  night." 

— Yale  Record. 

*       *       « 

Love's  Geometry 

Scientists  say  love  is  biologic;  it 
isn't.  It's  geometric.  It  makes  the 
world  go  round,  criminals  go  straight 
and  sober,  business  men  go  off  at  a 
tangent;  it  makes  maidens  angle  and 
arms    describe    an    arc     (with  a  waist 


at  the  centre  of  the  radius),  and  gives 
us  the  three  sides  of  the  triangle. 

—Life. 

*       *       * 

A  Hindrance 

"You  are  an  hour  late  this  morn- 
ing, Sam,"  said  an  employer  to  his 
negro  servant. 

"Yes,  sah.  I  was  kicked  by  a  mule 
on  the  way,  sah." 

"TTiat  ought  not  to  have  detained 
you  an  hour,  Sam." 

"Well,  you  see,  boss,  he  kicked  me 
de  other  way." 

—Table   Talk. 


Goblin 


33 


Travel  gives  a  character  of  experience  to  our  knowledge, 
and  brings  the  figures  upon  the  tablet  of  memory  into 
strong  relief. — Tuckeraian. 

EDUCATIONAL  TOURS 

Each^One  Including— Britain— Holland— Belgium— France 


The  first  tour,  under  the  auspices 
of  Guy  Tombs,  Ltd.,  leaves  Mont- 
real on  the  "Athenia"  for  Glasgow 
June  19,  returning  from  Cherbourg 
July  17  on  the  "Ausonia." 


The  second  tour,  under  the  aus- 
pices of  Wi  H.  Henry,  Ltd.,  leaves 
Montreal  June  27  on  the  "Ausonia" 
for  Plymouth,  returning-  from 
Liverpool  July  24  on  the  "Alaunia." 


The  third  tour,  under  the  auspices  of  Guy  Tombs, 

Ltd.,   leaves   Montreal  July   3   for   Scotland  on   the 

Letitia,  returning  from   Cherbourg  July  31  on  the 
"Ascania." 

INCLUSIVE  COST  OF  TOUR— $330.00 

The  Third  Cabin  accommodation  of  the  ships  is 
reserved  exclusively  for  these  tours;  thereby  assur- 
ing you  of  comfort,  enjoyment  and  congenial  fellow 
passengers. 

For  full  particulars  of  Itinerary  apply  to: — 
Guv   Tombs,   Ltd.,  W.    H.    Henry,    Ltd., 

285  Beaver   Hall   Hill,  286   St.  James   St., 

Montreal.  Montreal. 

THE  ROBERT  REFORD  CO.,  LTD. 

20  Hospital  St.,  MontreaL  217  Bay  St.,  Toronto. 

Cunard  Anchor-Donaldson 


"You're  the  first  man  who  ever  kissed 
me," 

The  co-ed  softly  sighed, 

"And    you're    the    first    girl    I    ever 
kissed," 

The  young  man  gently  hed. 

It  simply  goes  to  prove  to  you 

(Tho  you  may  call  it  slander) 

That  what's  applesauce  for  the  goose 

Is  applesauce  for  the  gander. 

— Penn  Stale   Froth. 

*  *       * 

Amateur  Botanist  (in  park) — Can 
you  tell  me,  my  man,  if  this  plant  be- 
longs to  the  arbutus  family? 

Gardener — No  sir,  it  don't.  It  be- 
longs to  the  city  park. 

— Tiger. 

*  *       * 

The  four-wheel  brake  is  a  wonder- 
ful invention.  Now  that  the  automo- 
bile can  stop  on  top  of  the  pedestrian 
rather  than  run  over  him. 

— Brown  Jug. 

*  *       <* 

Fond  Parent — "I  tell  you,  my  boy, 
the  man  who  marries  my  daughter  gets 
a  prize." 

Young  Hopeful — "My,  my,  what 
an    inducement!"  — Chaparral. 


Don't  Do  It 

If  yo're  jes'  a  little  tadpole,  don't  try 
to  be  de  frog. 

If  yo'  are  de  tail,  don't  try  to  wag  d^ 
dawg. 

An'  if  yo're  jes'  a  little  twig,  yo'  sure 
ain't  any  tree — 

An'  don't  yo'  pass  wood  alcohol  when 
yo're  drinkin'  things  wid  me ! 

— Voo  Doo. 

Tough — Git  off  me  lip,  kid,  er  I'll 
knock  yu  so  flat,  dey'll  be  able  to  play 
yu  on  de  victrola. 

Rough — Huh.  Git  gay  wid  me,  an 
de  nex'  time  yu  folks  wants  tu  speak 
to  yu,  dey'll  hav'tu  use  de  weejee 
board. 

Colgate  Banter. 

*  *       * 

"Well,  Dad,  I  just  ran  up  to  say 
'hallo'." 

"Too  late,  son.  Your  mother  ran 
up  to  say  'good-bye'  and  got  all  the 
change."  — Tiger. 

*  m        * 

Sweet  Young  Thing  —  "What 
makes  the  yacht  jump  so?" 

Second  Sweet  Young  Thing  — 
"Bob  says  the  poor  thing  is  on  a  tack." 

— London  Mail. 


Goblin's  Limerick 
Contest 

Supply  the  Missing 
Last  Line 


Though  the  story  is  open  to 

doubt, 
A  fisherman  fishing  for  trout 
Collapsed  u^hen  he  looked 
And  saw  that  he'd  hooked 


RULES— 

(1)  Contestants  posi- 
tively MUST  be  over 
two  years  of  age,  sane, 
or  nearly  so,  and  sober 
at  the  time  of  writing. 

(2)  Last  lines  must  be 
in  our  hands  by  APRIL 
24th. 

(3)    Results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  June  num- 
ber of  GOBLIN. 

(4)  Members  of  the  firm 
may  not  win  prizes  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing. 

PRIZES— 

First  Prize:  $20.00  if 
winner  is  a  subscriber  to 
GOBLIN,  or  if  he  sends 
in  a  subscription  with 
his  answer,  $10.00  if  not 
a  subscriber. 

Five  Prizes  of  $2.00  to 
subscribers  or  $1.00  to 
non-subscribers. 

Subscriptions  may  be 
sent  in  w^ith  ans\Nrers  by 
using    the    form    below. 


GOBLINS  LTD. 

272  Bay  St.,  Toronto 

Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed  find  $ for 

years'  subscription  to 

Canada's  National  Humour- 
ous Monthly. 

Name 

Street 

Address    


Town  .  .  . 
Province 
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Lid-Lifting  in  Lifts 

"A  gentleman  will  remove  his  hat 
or  cap  immediately  upon  entering  a 
hotel  or  cafe  elevator  if  there  are 
ladies  already  in  the  elevator,"  rules 
a  late  Book  of  Etiquette  but  I  heard 
different. 

Bold  fellow  that  I  am,  I  dare  to 
disagree.  According  to  my  only  reso- 
lution for  the  New  Year,  from  now 
on  unt.l  naughty  word  in  four  letters 
becomes  frigid,  in  seven  letters  no  he- 
man  with  a  Badger  haircut,  no  fel- 
low Rotarian,  no  Suthun  gennelman, 
no  haberdashery  salesman,  sporting 
his  watch-chain  diagonally;  no  rough 
diamond  from  *Jie  op^n  spacs  with  a 
fuzzy  benny  clasped  close  to  his  chest, 
is  going  to  bully  me  with  a  nasty 
look,  a  pointed  wise-crack  or  other- 
wise into  removing  my  natty,  1 925 
model  from  what  I  most  always  call 
my  bean  even  if  the  bally  old  lift  is 
crowded  with  members  of  the  pretty 
fair  sex.    No  sir. 


And  furthermore,  I  refuse  to  be 
shamed  into  making  such  removal  by 
any  pitying  "How-ill-bred-he-is" 
stares  from  fusty,  old  dowagers  who 
still  wear  pompadours,  or  by  any 
brazen  "How-dare-you?"  slants  from 
flip  flappers,  or  by  any  haughty,  im- 
perious glances  from  Southern  Belles 
from  Cohoes  and  other  points  below 
the  Mason  and  Dixon  line.  You 
hear  me. 

Some  fine  day  or  night,  one  of 
Nature's  Noblemen,  who  feels  that  he 
knows  what  is  due  a  lady  from  a  gen- 
tlerran,  may  jam  my  head-piece  down 
over  my  ears  for  failing  to  observe  the 
rules  of  Elevator  Etiquette.  Let  it 
come.  I'll  welcome  the  violence. 
There  must  always  be  martyrs  in  high 
causes.  — A^eto  Yorker. 

Customer — "I   want   a   hat." 
Clerk — -"Fedora?" 
Customer — "No,    for    my    wife." 
— Ski-u-mah 


In  the  fell  clutch  of  lure  and  wile 
I  have  not  cried  aloud,  nor  sobbed; 

Under    the    bludgeonings    of    style 
My   head   is   lovely   but   unbobbed. 
—F.  P.  A.  in  the  N.   Y.  World. 

*  *       * 

The  Honest  Gold-Digger 
I  should  not  love  you,  dear,  so  much 

Were  you  not  worth  a  million. 
And  though  I  dislike  gold  as  such. 
I  should  not  love  you,  dear,  so  much 
If  I  could  only  fix  my  clutch 

On  someone  worth  a  billion. 
I  should  not  love  you,  dear,  so  much 

Were  you  not  worth  a  million. 

— Lampoon. 

*  *       ♦ 

It  is  reported  that  the  Clean  Lan- 
guage League,  or  whatever  its  name 
is,  is  to  change  the  old  slogan  of 
"Pike's  Peak  or  Bust!"  into  "Pike's 
Peak  or  Torso!" 

— New  Yorker. 

*  +       * 

A  Bad  Jamphor  Him 

Said   the    moth    as    he    sniffed    at    the 

camphor, 
I'm  sorry  I'm  here  where  I  amphor 

Some  things  that  I  eat 

Taste  pleasant  and  sweet 
But  camphor  I  don't  give  a  damphor. 

— Exchange. 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

GOING  over  the  year  we  find  that 
many  of  our  guests  come  from 
Canada — ^Canadians  like  the  home-like 
comfort  of  this  modern,  fireproof  hotel 
with  its  complete  service,  attractive 
outside  rooms,  excellent  cuisine. 

The  Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  (200  rooms).  Quietly  situated,  conven- 
ient to  the  shopping  district,  clubs  and  theatres. 
The  rates  are  moderate — $2.00  to  $5.00  per  day 
for  single  rooms ;  $3.50  to  $7.00  per  day  for 
double  rooms. 

The  Van  Dyke  taxi  service  will  bring  you 
to  the  hotel  without  cost  to  you — just  ask  the 
Van   Dyke  agent  at   the  station. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Delaware 
Avenue  to  North   Street. 

On   the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 

Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  Maps  and 

Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.,  just  west  of  Delaware 
BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 

CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  President 
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How  to  Tell  a  Salesman 
From  a  Postman 

(Continued  from  page  IS) 

are  content  with  merely  blindfolding 
themselves  and  placing  a  small  egg  in 
the  mouth.  Our  men  know  that  the 
Mupp  and  Attem  products  are  the 
best  in  this  world  or  any  other  and 
they  are  prepared  to  force  the  infor- 
mation down  anyone's  throat.  Mod- 
esty is  another  attribute  which  we 
strive  to  inculcate.  Probably,  however, 
the  greatest  lack  in  modern  salesman- 
ship is  Ideas.  Our  men  all  have  Ideas. 
All  of  them  have  the  Idea  that  they 
are  Getting  On.  One  of  them  has 
the  Idea  that  he  is  Julius  Caesar." 

Ten  years  ago  Mupp  and  Attem, 
Ltd.,  had  4,532  salesmen  and  were 
in  debt  $2,000,  this  year  they  have 
ten    salesmen    and    owe    close    to    a 

million. 

*       *       * 

Mrs.  De  Smyth-Jones:  "Now  I 
want  you  to  save  me  an  extra  supply 
of  flowers  next  week.  My  daughter, 
Alice,  is  coming  out,  you  know." 

Proprietor  of  Stall :  "Yes,  mum, 
I'll  save  'er  the  very  best,  pore  thing. 
Whatever  was  she  put  in  for?" 

—Belle  Hop. 


The  Art  of 
Looking  Your  Best 

Know  the  joy  of  possessing  an 
appearance  that  always  com- 
mands admiration.  An  appeal- 
ing beauty  seemingly  endowed 
with  the  illusive  charm  of  eter- 
nal youth,  "Beauty's  Master 
Touch." 

GoURAUD*S 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

will  show  you  the  way.  Its  daily  use 
will  (rive  to  your  skin  and  complexion 
an  alluring,  fascinating  appearance.  It 
takes  but  a  moment  to  insure  yourself 
of  always  looking  your  best.  Hishly 
antiseptic  and  astringent,  counteract-s 
flabbiness,  blemishes,  oiliness.  Made 

in  White,  Rachel  and  Flesh — also  in 
Compacts  (Gouraud's  Oriental  Compri- 
mettesl    all   popular  shades. 

Send  50c  for  a  special  assortment 

of  Gouraud's  Toilet  Preparations. 

Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &  Son,  New  York  (  ity. 
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The  rich,  firesh  bouquet  that 
comes  to  you  from  a  cup  of 
Salada  Tea  is  just  another 
indication  of  its  superior 
quality. 

From  the  moment  the  choice 
young  leaves  are  picked 
until  they  are  sealed  away  in 
the  metal  packages  you  buy 
over  the  counter,  they  are  so 
handled  that  they  come  to 
you  with  all  the  original 
fragrance  preserved. 
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Epitaphs  for  Theatre-Goers 

Here  lies  Pete  Spindle  wood  O'Fog, 
Who  through  three  acts  and  epilogue 
Would     make     his     program     loudly 

rattle — 
Poor  soul !    He  gave  a  splendid  battle. 

Here  lies  B.  Tysongton  MacBride, 
The  man  who  sat  right  by  my  side ; 
His  conversation — what  a  treat! 
Was    finished    later    with   Saint    Pete. 

Here  lies  Horatio  Harold  Hart, 
Who    from    the    curtain's    rising    start. 
Retold  each  joke  the  comic  cracked — 
He  never  saw  the  final  act. 

— A^.  y.    World. 

*  *       * 
On  the  Surface 

Jones:     "I   hear  your  wife   had   an 

accident  with  the  car." 

Smith:     "Oh,  it  was  not  serious." 
Jones:     "Anything  damaged?" 
Smith:     "Oh,  no,  just  a  little  paint 

scratched   off   both." 

— Epworth  Herald. 

*  *       * 

"There  goes  a  girl  witli  her  stock- 
ings on  wrong  side  out.  What'll  I  do 
about  it?" 

"Why,  turn  the  hose  on  her,  of 
course."  — Yellow  jacket. 

*  *       >ii 

What  this  country  really  needs  is 
fewer  people  to  tell  this  country  what 
this  country  really  needs. 

— New  Yorker. 


Teacher — "What  is  the  opposite 
of  misery?" 

Class — "Happiness." 

Teacher — "What  is  the  opposite  of 
woe?" 

Class — "Giddap."  — Frivol. 


Learn  French 

In  learning  to  speak  French,  the  two  essential 
requirements  are  repetition  by  the  teacher  and 
imitation  by  the  student  of  the  sounds  and 
inflections  peculiar  to  the  language. 

Put  a  record  on  your  phonograph — hold  your 
textbook  before  you— and  listen.  Vou  hear  the 
voice  of  a  cultured  French  professor — the  correct 
inflection — the  correct  accent — you  learn  to 
understand  and  speak  French  from  hearing  it 
spoken. 

The  study  of  fifty  lessons,  covering  an  extensive 
vocabulary  of  words,  phrases  and  conversation, 
logically  arranged  grammar  and  composition,  and 
the  preparation  of  exercises  for  examination  by 
competent  instructors  ensures  a  thorough  mastery 
of  the  language. 

Write  for  48-page  Pooklet 
"French  and  .Spanish  made  Easy" 

TEAR  OUT  HERE 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDZNCE SCHOOLS 

CANADIAN,  LIMITED 
Dept.    981-B  Montreal,  Canada 

Please  send  me  copy  of  your  booklet  "French 
and  Spanish  made  Easy." 

Name 


Address . 
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ciAnnouncement: 


G)lle^eHumor 

is  now  published  every  month 

"VT'OU  will  find  your  best  material  at- 
-*-  tractively  presented  with  such  lead- 
ing national  figures  as : 

WRITERS— 1925  


Your  best  efforts  when  ac- 
cepted, will  popularize  your 
Comic    with    millions    in 

Gblle^etiumor 

"The  Best  Comedy  in  America" 
Chicago 


Stephen  Leacock 
Meredith  Nicholson 
Ellis  Parker  Butler      , 
Stephen  Vincent  Benet 
Katharine  Brush 
Arthur  Somers  Roche 
George  Jean  Nathan 
Donald  Ogden  Stewart 
H.  C.  Witwer 
James  Montgomery  Flagg 
John  T.  McCutcheon 


David  R.  Solomon 
Phyllis  Duganne 
Thyra  Samter  Winslow 
Courtney  Ryley  Cooper 
Dana  Burnet 
Cosmo  Hamilton 
Wallace  Irwin 
Percy  Marks 
Robert  Benchley 
Octavus  Roy  Cohen 
Dorothy  Dow 


Holworthy  Hall 


Covers  by 

Rolf  Armstrong,  Penrhyn  Stanlaws,  John  Held,  Jr., 
and  others 

Other  Illustrators  for  1925 

Arthur  William  Brown,  R.  F.  Schabelitz,  Gilbert 

Wilkinson,  Ralph  Barton,  Franklin  Booth, 

James  Montgomery  Flagg,  John  Collins, 

and  Charles  Sarka 


Schrade  Safety  Push 
Button  Pocket  Knife 

The  only  automatic  knife  with  a  safety  lock. 

Push  the  Button  and  the  Knife  Opens.  Operated 
with  One  Hand.    No  Breaking  of  Finger-Nails. 

The  Safety  Slide  Locks  the  Button.  Will  Not  Open 
in  the  Pocket.  Will  Not  Close  on  the  Fingers  When 
in  Use. 

Rapidly  becoming  the  leading  knife  on  the  market 
because  of  its  many  advantages  over  the  ordinary 
Doclcct  knifG 

The  Knife  That  Everybody  Will  Eventually  Use- 
When  shown. 

Best  Cutting  Quality:  Endurance — Will  last  many 
years:  Beautiful. 

AC  handle,  two  blades,  as  illustrated  above,  $2.50, 
$3  in  Canada.    Dozen,  assorted  handles,  $27.50. 

These  AC  handles  come  12  to  a  Velour  lined  Dis- 
play Case,  preventing  rusting  as  with  easels.  THE 
THING  for  every  merchant — tobacconist,  etc.,  and 
for  sale  boards  no  more  attractive  prizes  can  be  had. 

Monster  3%  inch  single  blade,  bone  stage  handle, 
$2.90. 

DeLuxe  Sterling  Silver  handle,  2  blades — full  cro- 
cus polished,  $5.00. 

Pearl  handle  (a  beauty),  2  blades — full  crocus  pol- 
ished, $6.00. 

All  are  postpaid:  INSURED  5c.  extra;  C.O.D.  10c. 
extra. 

We  are  also  selling  agents  for  Schrade's  LOBSTER 
PATTERN  2Vi  inch,  renu^ar  vest  pocket  knives; 
Ivory,  Tortoise  Shell  or  AC  eel.  handle,  ft. 60:  Beauti- 
ful Pearl  handle,  $2.70 — with  enameled  emblem  for 
any  Lodge,  -magnificent,  $3.60.  With  shackle  for  watch- 
chain,  any  of  these  SOc.  extra.  QUALITY  and  CLASS. 


Ohio  Theatrical  Note 

The  ladies  of  the  Plum  Street  Church  have  discarded  clothes 
of  all  kinds.    Call  at  44  North  Plum  Street  and  inspect  them. 

— The  Classmate,  C'mcmnati. 

*       *       * 

Liberty  is  offering  $50,000  for  an  idea  for  Gloria  Swanson. 
Our  Computing  Department  hopes  to  be  able  to  announce  soon 
how  much  it  will  cost  to  furnish  all  our  movie  actresses  with  one 
idea  apiece. 

— New  Yorker. 

^c  ^  4: 


Drunk     (to    cop)  :     "Hie- 
well Hie — Pung ! " 


-three    of    you,    heh? — Hie — 
— Lafayette  Lyre. 


J 


^orm A  —  from,  cu  ReacUj-i^tter  IDruber, 
popula.r  iDilk.  out  of  ix)ii?a  s-tudents. 
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"When  you  were  in  Europe  I  sup- 
pose you  saw  the  great  tracts  of  barren 
waste." 

"Yes,  he  has  a  wonderful  estate." 

—Lord  Jeff. 

*  *       * 

Freshman — Why  do  they  call  this 
Minute  Ave.  ? 

Sophomore — Sixty-second  St.,  of 
course. 

— Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 

*  *       * 

Teacher:    "Jimmy,  if  I  said,  'I  am 
beautiful,'  what  tense  would  it  be?" 
Jimmy  (promptly)  :    "Past." 

— Brtslol  Evening  News. 


7/29  stropped  keen 
ed^e  reflects  in 
your  appearance 


Valet 
j4i(t<rStrop 


"What's  ih'  drunk's  name,  Reilly?" 

"Dunno,  Serjeant.    He  claims  he's  a  unidentified  body!" 

— New  Yorker. 


Inactive  indoor  life 

Inactive,  indoor  life,  often  leads  to  minor 
ailments  which,  imchecked,  may  become 
serious.  Nature  then  needs  the  assistance 
of  ENO  in  expelling  impurities  from  the 
system,  purifying  the  blood  stream  and 
toning  up  the  liver. 

ENO'S 


TRADE 


FRUIT  SALT 

The  World -Famed  Effervescent 


MARK 


Mrs.  Gadabout:  "So  your  brother 
is  taking  lessons  on  the  violin.  Is  he 
making  progress?" 

Little  Willie:  "Yes'm.  He's  got 
so  far  now  we  can  tell  whether  he's 
tunin'  or  playin'." 

— Northern  Daily   Telegraph. 

*  *       * 

Lawyer:  "Now,  do  you  want  a 
trial  by  jury  or  by  judge?" 

Plumber:  "I've  done  plumbing  for 
most  of  the  people  in  town — I'd  better 
have  the  judge,  mister." 

— Yorkshire  Evening  Argus. 

*  *       * 

Cityman :  "How  many  servants  do 
you  keep?" 

Suburbanite:  "About  one  out  of 
twelve." 

— Pilot,  Welwyn  Garden  City. 

*  *       * 

It's  a  wonderful  thing  for  the  women. 

The  popular  permanent  wave ; 
Now    it's    up    to    some    struggling    in- 
ventor 
To  get  out  a  permanent  shave. 

— Penn.  Stale  Froth. 

*  *       * 


Orders  is  orders. 


— Puppet. 
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One  of  Canada^s  Martyrs 

He  was  standing  in  the  doorway 
of  an  office  on  Sparks  Street,  Ottawa, 
when  the  assassin's  bullet  found  him, 
ending  a  career  as  strangely  romantic 
as  even  his  Irish  heart  could  have 
wished. 

All  this  happened  half  a  century 
ago,  but  the  stoiy  of  D'Arcy  McGee  is 
graphically  told  by  Grattan  O'Leary 
— the  story  of  a  man  who  was  not 
only  a  great  politician  but  a  great 
fighter. 

There  are  other  interesting  and  im- 
portant articles  dealing  with  matters 
of  immediate  concern.  "Giving  the 
Taxpayer  the  Benefit  of  the  Doubt,"  a 
discussion  of  our  present  tax  system, 
by  J.  Herbert  Hodgins.  "Ottawa 
Rushes  Toward  an  Election,"  a  fore- 
casting of  events  at  the  National 
capital.  "Tom  Moore,  Safety  Valve 
of  Labor,"  a  pen  picture  of  that  dom- 
inant figure  in  the  labor  world,  by 
Norman  Reilly  Raine. 

There  are  other  articles,  too,  of 
perhaps  a  more  romantic  and  humor- 
ous turn.  Noel  Robinson  writes  of 
"The  Pioneer  Whip  of  the  Cariboo 
Road,"  and  Alfred  Price,  of  the 
C.P.R.,  continues  his  amusing  recol- 
lections of  railroading  days. 

Unusual  Fictional  Offerings 

There  are  some  surprising  stories 
in  this  issue.  All  of  them  have  a  novel 
and  interesting  turn.  An  enumera- 
tion is  sufficient: 

Port  of  Call,  by  Anne  Hawley  Wood 

The  Jungle,  by  Beatrice  Redpath 

The  Whipper  In,  by  Arthur  Hunt  Chute 

A  Place  for  a  Show,  Norma  Phillips  Muir 

The   Heir  Apparent,    Maude   Cheadle 

Bromley 

The  Great  Samara,  E.  Phillips 

Oppenheim 

And,  of  course,  all  the  usual  de- 
partments. Remember  the  April  1st 
issue.   It  is  of  unusual  interest. 

Maclean's 

I'CANADA'S    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 


\  " 

She: 

"I  love  to  look  into  your  eyes!" 

He: 

"Ah!" 

She: 

"Your  glasses  make  such  a  wonderful  mirror." 

— Yale  Record. 

If  We  Wrote  the  Truth 

Dear  Isabel, 

Can  you  come  to  town  for  a  week  end  and  visit  us? 
The  reason  I  am  asking  you  is  that  I  know  if  you  are 
here  I  will  be  asked  out,  too.  Moreover,  the  chances 
are  that  good-looking  Bob  Fraser  who  is  so  keen  about 
you  will  barge  in  when  he  hears  you  are  here  and  I'd 
like  to  try  a  little  intensive  vamping  on  him  myself.  I 
also  know  that  in  order  to  pay  me  back  you'll  have  to 
invite  me  to  your  house  party  this  summer  at  which  I 
hope  to  make  a  last  stand  as  I  am  now  approaching 
thirty  with  not  a  sail  in  sight.  Be  sure  to  bring  the 
dresses  I  like  to  borrow. 

Schemingly, 

Dot. 

Mr.  Peter  Pugsley, 

Sales  manager. 

The  Pugsley  Perfect  Products, 

Dear  Sir, 

In  reply  to  yours  of  the  first  instant,  beg  to  state 
that  I  have  as  yet  done  nothing  to  earn  my  salary.  This 
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town  I  find  is  a  great  place  in  which  to  have  a  good 
time.  There  is  a  girl  in  the  telephone  exchange  here  that 
dances  like  Dorothy  Dickson.  Every  night  we  have 
been  spending  my  drawing  account  at  the  Palm  Room 
where  the  music  is  a  revelation. 

The  weather  hasn't  been  too  good  so  I  have  been 
sleeping  in  these  mornings,  while  as  for  the  afternoons, 
well — they  are  serving  beer  at  Grosberg's  that  is  at 
least  a  day  old. 

I  Jntend  to  keep  right  on  like  this  until  your  letters 
adopt  a  much  more  dangerous  tone  than  the  last  two. 

Will  lift  a  couple  to  your  health. 

Bill   Binger. 

Dear  Mr.  Johnson, 

With  reference  to  your  application  to  join  the  Ex- 
clusive Club,  the  next  meetmg  of  the  governing  body 
will  accept  it  with  glee.  The  fact  is  the  treasury  is  in 
dire  straits  and  having  looked  up  your  financial  rating 
the  members  have  been  anghng  for  you  for  some  time 
as  the  easiest  way  to  get  the  rent  bill  cleared  up.  You 
will  be  soaked  plenty  for  your  initiation  fee  which  will 
be  voted  raised  the  day  before  your  entry  and  lowered 
at  the  next  meeting  following.  Also  you  are  counted 
on  to  build  a  club  house  in  a  year  or  so. 

Delightedly, 

Smith,  Secretary. 

Phony   Furniture  Co., 
Dumpville. 

Cheque  sent  to-day.    Try  and  cash  it. 

I.  M.  STUNG. 
— /.  E.  McD. 
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-Yale  Record. 


"Your  eyes  are  somber  coals  of  fire,  which  reflect  the  furn- 
ace of  your  soul!" 

"Well,   move  on,   and   give  the  other  boys   a   chance  to  get 

warm." 

*       *       * 

Confusing 

Little  Boy — Look,  ma,  the  circus  has  come  to  towTi;  there's 
one  of  the  clowns. 

Ma — Hush,  darling.  That's  not  a  clown.  That's  just  a 
college  man.  — Beanpoi. 
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Goodrich  Quality 

is  maintained  in  every  Silvertown  Tire.  No  two  grades.  The 
same  tough,  practical,  anti-skid  tread,  the  same  re-enforced 
sid.e-walls,  the  same  Silvertown  strength.  There  is  just  one 
word  that  means  the  ultimate  in  a  cord  tire — SILVERTOWN. 
The  best  when  it  was  the  only  cord  tire,  it  remains  the  best 
when  there  are  many. 

There  is  a  Goodrich  Dealer  near  you  who  has  the  size  of 
Goodrich  Silvertown  High-pressure  or  Balloon  type  tires 
for  your  car.  If  the  dealer  has  sold  out  the  size  you  need  he 
can  get  a  fresh  supply  within  a  few  hours  from  the  nearest 
of  our  Branch  Warehouses.  Don't  be  denied  Goodrich  Tires 
— they  are  made  in  Canada  and  cost  no  more. 

THE  B.  F.  GOODRICH  RUBBER  CO.,  LIMITED 

Montreal  Toronto  Winnipeg 

GOODRICH 

ertown 

CORD  TIRE 


"BEST     IN     THE     LONG     RUN" 
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A  Play  We  Want  to  See 

THE  RUINED  BANKER 

(Scene.  A  library.  Mr.  William  Gordon,  a  ruined  banker, 
discovered  sobbing  like  a  ruined  banker.  J.  Elmer  Clipp,  the 
villain,  is  sneering  around  the  room). 

Gordon:  "God,  man,  I  can't  pay  that  fifty  thousand.  All 
I  have  in  the  world  is  $200  and  that  I  owe  my  butler  for  this 
week's  wages." 

Clipp  (looking  at  his  watch):  "You  have  until  next  Wed- 
nesday. If  you  don't  meet  your  obligations  then — !"  (He 
laughs.) 

(Enter  old  Dwiggins,  the  Cordon  butler  who  has  been  a 
butler  in  the  Cordon  home  for  ninety-seven  years.) 

Dwiggins :  "Mr.  Gordon?" 

Gordon  (replying  in  a  word  of  one  syllable):    "Yes?" 

Dwiggins:  "Mr.  Gordon,  I  overheard  that  man  say  some- 
thing about  fifty  thousand  dollars." 

Gordon:  "Yes?" 

Dwiggins:  "By  a  curious  coincidence  I  have  $49,800  in 
the  bank  at  this  moment." 

Gordon:     "Whatever  do  you  mean?" 

Dwiggins:  "So  if  you'll  give  me  the  $200  that  is  due 
me — " 

(The  hanker  pays  him  and  the  fine  old  face  of  Dwiggins 
lights  up.) 

Dwiggins:  (With  tremendous  emotion):  "And  now — 
sir — now  that  I  have  this  fifty  thounsand  dollars,  there  is  some- 


thing I  want  to  tell  you    .    .    .    For  ninety-seven  years  I  have 
wanted  to  punch  your  nose!    I  shall  now  do  so!" 
(He  does  so.) 

Curtain. 

— New  Yorker. 

*  ■  *      * 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  sheik;  "I  have  the  right  desert, 
but  the  wrong  tent."  — Record. 

A  man's  first  attempt  to  hold  a  girl  on  his  knee  might  be 
called  a  trial  balance.  — Dodo. 

A  sailor  has  a  girl  in  every  port,  but  a  college  man  has  one 

on  every  davenport.  — Judge. 

*  *       * 

Here  Comes  the  Tide 

Him:    "You  should  see  the  altar  in  our  church." 

Her:    "Lead  me  to  it."  — Purple  Parrot. 


An  Invitation  to  Shavers 


Try  WATTS'  BLADES  on  a  "Money  B»ck"  Guarantee 

Prove  to  your  own  satisfaction  the 
superiority  of  these  famous  "super- 
keen"  blades.  Send  today  for  a  diozen 
blades.  (Gillette-type  Jl.OO  :  Autostrop- 
type  $1.20  per  dozen  postpaid  to  your 
address).  After  a  fair  trial  if  you  do  not 
find  WATTS'  BLADES  better  than  any 
you  have  yet  used,  return  the  dozen 
blades  and  your  money  will  be  promptly 
refunded. 


A.  W.  S.  JERVIS  -  18  Toronto  St.,  Toronto 

CancJijn  AgtntjoT  John  Watls.  Sheffield.  England  (1765) 
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Canada's  greatest  clothes  value 

— all  one  price — $24 

The  vast  size  of  Tip  Top  Tailors  —  the  largest  one-price  tailoring 
organization  in  the  world  —  makes  it  possible  for  them  to  offer,  at 
$24,  values  no  other  stores  can  equal  for  less  than  $35  or  $40.  See 
the  new  Spring  materials  at  the  Tip  Top  Store  now  and  you'll 
realize  that  this  greater  value  is  a  positive  fact.  Suits  and  topcoats 
—  all  $24  —  all  made  to  measure. 

Toronto  Store  245  Yonge  Street 

A  Chain  of  One-Price  Stores  from  Coast  to  Coast 
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Judge    (to  culprit)  :     "So  we  caught  you  with  this  bundle 

of  silverware,  eh?    Whom  did  you  rob?" 

Inexperienced  Burglar:     "Two  fraternity  houses,  sir." 
Judge   (to  orderly)  :    "Call  up  all  of  the  downtown  hotels 

and  have  them  claim  this  stuff."  — Puppet. 

Characters  in  Fiction  Whom  I  Should  Like  to  Meet 

The  Man  who  whirls  around  suddenly,  with  a  look  half 
serious,  half  mocking. 

The  Girl  who  feels  her  neck  and  face  flush  crimson  under 
his  glance. 

The  Man  who  says  cordially,  "Will  you  have  a  brandy  and 
soda?" 

The  old  Butler  who  treats  one  with  deference. 

The  Man  who  is  dressed  in  conventional  black  and  white. 

The  Man  who  hears  the  click  of  billiard  balls  from  the 
adjoining  room. 

The  Detective  who  says,  "Why,  it's  as  plain  as  the  nose  on 
your  face." 

The  Lawyer  who  puts  the  tips  of  his  fingers  together  and 
says,  "Ahhh." 

The  character  who  says  "Humph!" 

Any  character  who,  when  embarrassed,  says  "Er,  Er,  Er." 

The  Man  of  the  World  who  says  "Great  Scott." 

— J  ack-o' -Lantern. 
*       *       * 

"My  son,  women  are  awful  geese,"  declared  the  minister. 
"Is  that  what  you  meant  last  night  when  you  said  you'd 
been  on  a  wild  goose  chase?"  queried  the  lad.  — Gargoyle. 


"There's 
something 

about  them 
you'll  like"/^ 
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London  Cigarettes 


For  your  Pipe 
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SMOKING  MIXTURE 


College  Tours  to  Europe 


330 


including  all 
necessary  expenses 


Under  Direction  of  Earl  B.  Hubbell 

Personally  conducted  36-day  tours  to  England, 
Scotland,  Holland,  Belgium  and  France,  within 
the  means  of  everyone. 

Visit  London,  British  Empire  Exhibition, 
Shakespeare's  Country,  Oxford,  Holland, 
Ostend,  Zeebrugge,  Brussels,  Paris,  Battle- 
fields of  the  Greai  War  and  other  points. 
Extension  trips  may  be  taken  to  Rome  for 
the  Holy  Year  Celebrations,  to  the  Riviera, 
Scotland,  Ireland,  Switzerland,  Germany, 
Greece,  Palestine  and  the  capitals  of  Scan- 
dinavia. 

Sailings  from  Montreal  on 

Regina  -  Megantic  -  Doric  -  Canada 

June  6-13-26-27      July  4  -  11 

(and  from  New  York,  June  25) 

Come  with  us  this  year  and  enjoy  the  ben- 
efits of  last  year's  successful  College  Tour 
experience. 

For   full   details   call,   phone   or   write   Earl 

B.  Hubbell.  care  White  Star-Dominion  Line, 

41  King  St.  East.  Toronto, 

211  McGill  St.,  Montreal, 

286  Main  St.,  Winnipeg. 


WHITE  STAR-DOMINION  LINE 


"It's  no  good  mincing  matters,"  said  the  doctor,  "you  are 
very  bad.    Is  there  anybody  you  would  Hke  to  see?" 
"Yes,"  replied  the  patient  faintly. 
"Who  is  it?"  queried  the  doctor. 
"Another  doctor,  please,"  whispered  the  invalid. 

— Beckenham  Journal. 

^  ^  ^ 

Memories 

Coy  Young  Thing — I  hate  to  think  of  my  twenty-fifth 
birthday. 

The  Brute — Why,  what  happened?  — Dirge. 

*       *       * 

One  of  last  year's  law  class  took  his  first  case  a  few  weeks 
ago.  His  client  was  suddenly  called  out  of  town  on  business, 
and  left  instructions  with  his  lawyer  that  the  results  of  the  case 
be  wired  to  him  as  soon  as  possible. 

The  cause,  queer  as  it  may  seem,  was  won  and  the  lawyer 
wired:    "Right  triumphs  over  wrong." 

Some  minutes  later  a  message  came  over  a  hot  wire:  "Ap- 
peal to  the  higher  court."  — U.  of  Iowa. 

Scandal 

"Did  you  notice,"  asked  one  lady  of  another,  in  the  region 
round  about  Bow  Bells,  "that  Mrs.  'Awkins  'ad  a  black  eye?" 

"Did  I  not?"  was  the  answer.  "And  'er  'usband  not  out 
of  prison  for  another  week.    I  don't  call  it  respectable,  I  don't." 

— Harper  s. 
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The  Best  Show  Maj  Not 
Draw  the  Biggest  Audience 


Neither  may  the  biggest  show  draw  the  best 
audiences.  In  judging  the  worth  of  a  theat- 
rical performance,  one  must  take  into  con- 
sideration not  only  its  popularity  but  also 
what  effect  it  produces  among  those  people 
who  are  in  the  best  position  to  judge  its 
worth. 

Similarly  with  books.  A  cheap,  tawdry 
novel  may  have  twice  the  sale  of  a  more  dig- 
nified work,  but  its  value  may  not  be  one- 
tenth  that  of  the  second  book. 

Similarly,  also,  with  newspapers.  The  sane, 
sensible  journal  may  not  have  the  popularity 
of  a  more  sensational  sheet,  but  among 
people  who  know,  its  value  may  be  much 
greater. 


However — 


when  a  paper  has  a  sale  higher  than  its  competitors  in  the  same  field,  and  when  also  its 
opinion  is  respected  from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the  other 

Then  — 

It  is  safe  to  say  that  its  popularity  is  deserved. 

The  Mail  and  Empire  —  Toronto's  leading  newspaper  —  not  only  enjoys  the  distinc- 
tion of  having  the  largest  circulation  in  th^  Canadian  morning  nswspaper  field,  but 
also  of  being  a  paper  whose  opinion  is  respected  everywhere. 

Average  Daily  Circulation  for  February  110,000 


Sane  and  Satisfactory     $6.00  delivered.     $5.00  by  mail 
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Joe  Gish  learns  about  women  from 


GRACE 

the 

Athletic 

Girl 


Grace  Leffingwell  lived  next 
door  to  us.  But  how  was  I  to 
know  that  she  would  grow  up 
to  be  star  performer  on  the 
All-American  girl's  football  team?  I  proposed  during  a  scrim- 
mage and  was  penalized  five  yards  for  holding.  She  broke  my 
heart  and  a  rib  by  her  rough  work,  which  you  might  have  called 
the  coup  de  Grace. 

She  came  to  see  me  during  my  convalescence  and  saw,  for  the 
first  time,  a  copy  of  Vanity  Fair.  It  was  a  case  of  love  at  first 
sight.  Grace,  exponent  of  muscular  Christianity,  suddenly  became 
an  addict  of  literature  and  the  lively  arts.  The  dear  girl  attacked 
them  with  typical  gusto — art  exhibitions,  first  nights,  cafes  dan- 
sants,  dinners  to  visiting  Huns,  everything!  Compared  to  her 
former  reckless  ways,  she  is  now  quite  house-broken.  She  can 
even  wear  an  evening  gown  without  showing  cleat  marks  where 
the  opposing  team  trampled  on  her  neck.  On  the  whole,  life  is 
far  safer  for  her  friends. 


Oog.  hCaX^^ 


10  issues  for  $2 


VANITY    FAIR 


'^      TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR    IT     OUT     FILL    IT    IN    FILL    IT    IN    FILL    IT    IN     FILL 
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•-I  Vanity  Fair,  Greenwich,  Conn. 

O 

Q  Dear  Vanity  Fair: 

P  Next  month  I  am  going  to  lecture  to  the  Lion 

2  Tamers  Club.     I  believe  your  magazine  will  offer  val- 

h  uable  material.    Enclosed  find  TWO  DOLLARS  for                                                                                                                     t^ 

Q  TEN  ISSUES.  2 

Q  Illustration  copyright  by  Vanity  Fair                  Q 

PIN  TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW 

Mo.  6 
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"I'm  just  crazy  about  this  place," 
said  the  lunatic  as  he  ambled  about 
the  asylum. 

— Exchange. 

*  *       * 

Chairman  at  K.  K.  K.  meeting: 
"...    and  now,  gentleman,   please 

be  sheeted."  — Canter. 

*  +       * 

Stranger — Can  I  get  a  room  for 
three  ? 

Clerk — Have  you  got  a  reserva- 
tion? 

Stranger — What  do  you  think  I 
am,  an  Indian?  — Exchange. 

*  *       * 

The  Dawn  of  Speech 

The  archaeologist  of  the  remote  fu- 
ture was  lecturing  upon  the  written 
language  of  the  early  Americans,  those 
who  had  lived  in  the  primitive  civiliza- 
tion of  the  twentieth  century. 

"These  people,"  the  professor  con- 
tinued, "were  a  race  of  dawning  in- 
telligence and  possessed  of  a  very 
limited  vocabulary.  Apparently,  they 
spoke  in  monosyllables,  with  distinctive 
words  for  pain,  surprise  and  the  ele- 
mentary emotions.  This  remnant  of 
what  the  ancients  called  paper,  for- 
tunately preserved  to  us  through  some 
kindly  chance  in  nature's  chemistry 
and  recently  brought  to  light  in  the 
ruins  of  well-nigh  prehistoric  New 
York,  sheds  much  light  upon  their  lan- 
guage. Sentences,  it  appears,  they 
never  used.  They  were,  we  must  re- 
member, but  one  stage  higher  than 
animals  in  the  long  ladder  of  evo- 
lution. 

"TTiis  precious  relic,  combining  as 
it  does  crude  pictures  with  cruder  text, 
enables  us  to  state  with  some  certainty 
the  relationship  of  word  to  action.  For 
example,  we  quickly  discover  that  the 
word  'oof  was  spoken  when  one  of 
these  primitive  people  was  the  recipient 
of  a  violent  body  blow,  a  frequent 
occurrence.    'Oof  was  apparently  the 


COLUMBUS, 
discovered  America  in 
1492,  likewise  discovered 
tobacco.  366  years  later 
Macdonald's  "The  Tobacco  with 
a  heart"  was  "discovered"  to 
Canadians. 

As  the  caravels  of  Columbus 
have  given  way  to  the  modern 
liner  so  too  have  the  "herbs"  of 
Columbus  given  way  to  "The 
Tobacco  with  a  heart". 

Tim^s  change  but  Macdonald 
quality  never ! 


passive  voice,  the  active  form,  used  by 
the  aggressor,  being  'pam'  or  'pow.' 
Other  monosyllables  were  less  pugna- 
cious. For  instance,  there  is  'awk' 
which  seems  to  have  been  synonymous 
with  sudden  surprise  of  an  unpleasant 
character,   but  was  rarely  if  ever  em- 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


ployed  in  physical  combat.  'Glub,*  a 
most  singular  word,  appears  to  have 
been  spoken  solely  by  persons  under 
water  ..." 

Science,  after  a  lapse  of  several 
thousand  years,  was  reading  the  comic 
supplement.  — New  Yorker. 

*       *       * 

Constable  (to  villager  knocked 
down  by  passing  automobile)  :  "You 
didh't  get  his  number,  eh?  Could  you 
swear  to  the  man?" 

Villager:  "I  did,  constable,  but  I 
doubt  if  he  heard  me." 

— Brown  Jug. 


Mrs.  Flanagan — I  hear  yer  hus- 
band's in  jail. 

Mrs.  O'Reilly — Yes,  an'  it's  about 
time.  Here  we  been  pinchin'  ourselves 
for  three  years  to  pay  taxes  to  keep  it 
going  and  this  is  the  first  chance  we've 
ever  had  to  use  it. 

— Judge. 
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America's  greatest 
Watch  value  sent  you 
for  only  $1.00  down! 
The  balance  in  easy 

monthly  payments.    The  famous  21- 

Jewel  Studebaker  Watch — 

Insured  For  a  LiCetime! 

You  may  choose  from  54  new  Art  Beauty  Cases 
and  8  handsome  dial  designs.  8  adjustments 
— to  the  second— lox  heat,  cold,  isochronism  and 
5  positions.  Sold  direct  from  the  maker  at  lowest 
prices  ever  named  for  equal  quality.  Mail 
coupon  today  for  Free  Book  and  Special  Offer. 

Watch  Chain  FREE 

For  a  limited  time,  we  are  offering 
a  beautiful  Watch  Chain  FREE. 
Write  now  while  this  offer  lasts. 

IVRf  TIT  Fon  BOOK 

V  V  Am  A  A  Jb#   Mail  the  Coupon 

Send  at  once  and  pret  a  copy  of  this  book— FREE !  See 
the  newest,  beautiful  advance  styles  in  Studebaker 
Art  Beauty  Cases  and  Dials.  Read  how  you  can  buy 
a  21 -Jewel  Studebaker  Insured  Watch  direct  from  the 
maker  —  save  big  money  —  and  pay  for  it  in  eas^ 
monthly  payments.  Get  Free  Chain  offer  while  it 
lasts.    Mail  coupon  today. 


STUDEBAKER  WATCH  CO. 

of  Canada  Limited 
DEPT.    J-1 75,  WINDSOR.  ONT. 


* 1 

I  STUDEBAKER  WATCH  CO.  | 

'  of  Canada  Limited  _ 

IDept.  J -16    Windsor.  Ontario  ■ 

Gentlemen:  Please  send  me  your  Free  Book  of  ■ 
Advance  Watch  Styles  and  particularsotyourJl.OO  ■■ 
I  down  oQer.  I 

Name 

I   Address | 

I    City Province J 

"Willie,  if  you  don't  go  to  bed  this 
instant,  papa's  going  to  tell  you  a  bed- 
time   story."  — Record. 


What  with  Life  and  Liberty  prom- 
inent on  the  newsstands,  our  sugges- 
tion to  enterprising  publishers  is  that 
they  get  out  a  magazine  called  the 
Pursuit  of  Hafipiness. 

— New  Yorker. 


Naturally 

Chief  of  Police:  "What!  You 
mean  to  say  this  fellow  choked  a 
woman  to  death  in  a  well-lighted 
cabaret  in  front  of  over  a  hundred 
and  fifty  people?  Didn't  anybody  in- 
terfere?" 

Constable:  "No,  sir.  Everybody 
thought  they  were  dancing." 

— Frivol. 

*  *       • 

The  New  Version 

"Lots  of  foreigners  are  coming  into 
our  country." 

"Yes,  immigration  is  the  sinceresl 
form  of  flattery." 

— American   Legion    Weekly. 

*  *       • 

Inside  Knowledge 

The  lion  and  the  lamb  had  just  lain 
down  together. 

"As  for  me,"  remarked  the  lion,  "I 
should  like  to  be  called  at  7.30." 

Said  the  lamb:  "Don't  bother  to 
call  me;  I'll  probably  get  up  when  the 
lion  does." 

— Detroit  Free  Press. 

*  *       « 

Little  Girl:  "Mother,  I  have  just 
seen  an  ostrich  in  the  street!" 

Mother:  "Oh,  no.  It  must  have 
been  a  hallucination!" 

Little  Girl:  "Has  a  Hallucina- 
tion got  a  very  long  neck?" 

— Klods  Hans,  Copenhagen. 
«       *       * 

Not  His   Line 

They  were  talking  about  diet  prob- 
lems, and  the  business  man  suddenly 
asked  the  literary  man,  who  took  him- 
self very  seriously,  whether  he  ever 
tried  writing  on  an  empty  stomach. 
"My  dear  sir,"  replied  the  writer,  "I 
am  an  author,  not  a  tattoo  artist." 

— Gossip. 

*  ♦       ♦ 

Unsettled 

Here  to-day  and  there  to-morrow — 
a  woman's  waist. 

—Life. 

*  *  0 

With  a  Purpose 

Husband:  "Were  you  wise,  dear, 
in  giving  our  guests  rooms  so  near  to 
the  nursery?" 

Wife:  "It's  the  only  way  we  can 
get  them  up  in  time  for  breakfast." 

— Boston   Transcript. 

*  *       * 

In  This  Cold  Weather 

Some  of  these  girls  should  be  cov- 
ered by  insurance,  or  something. 

— Lethbridge  Herald. 
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WRKiLElKS 

after  every  meal ' 

Parents  -  encoura^  the 
children  to  care  for  their  teeth  I 

Give  them  Wi-igley's. 
It  removes  food  particles 
from  the  teeth.  Strengthens 
the  ^ums.  Combats  acid 
mouth. 

Refreshing  and  beneficial ! 


SEALED 
TIGHT 
KEPT 
RIGHT 


Evidence 

Cole  Black  had  fallen  foul  of  the 
law  and  was  having  a  preliminary 
conference  with  his  counsel. 

"Can  you  prove  an  alibi?"  asked 
the  latter. 

"Al — what's    that,    boss?" 

"Alibi.  Can  you  prove  where  you 
were  at  the  time  the  offence  was  com- 
mitted?" 

"Lawdy,  boss,  dat's  jes'  what  Ah's 
skeered  dey's  gwine  to  do!" 

— American  Legion  Weekly. 

*  *        0 

A  young  lawyer  started  in  business 
on  his  own  account.  He  espied  a  visi- 
tor making  towards  his  office  and  so 
he  pretended  to  be  holding  a  conver- 
sation over  the  telephone,  ending  it 
(just  as  the  visitor  entered)  with  the 
words:  "No,  no!  I  couldn't  under- 
take the  case  for  less  than  5,000 
kroner."  Then,  putting  up  the  re- 
ceiver, he  turned  to  the  visitor  and 
said: 

"What  can  I  do  for  you?" 
"Oh,  I  have  just  called  to  connect 
up  the  telephone!"  was  the  reply. 

- — Korsaren,   Oslo. 

*  f       >i< 

Dumb — "When  you  were  in  Eur- 
ope I  suppose  you  saw  the  great  tracts 
of  barren  waste." 

Dumber — "Yes,  he  has  a  wonder- 
ful estate."  — Lord  Jeff. 
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A  COMPACT  two -tube  receiver.  Under  favorable 
conditions,  local  stations  may  be  heard  on  a  loud 
speaker.  With  head  'phones,  broadcasting  from  stations 
a  thousand  miles  away  can  be  easily  "timed  in".  An 
exceptional  selective  circuit  can  be  instantly  switched  on 
when  local  interference  is  present. 

UV-199  RADIOTRONS 

The  famous  UV-199  Radiotron,  which  has  heretofore 
been  used  only  on  more  expensive  models,  is  now  in- 
stalled on  Radiola  Models  III  and  III-A,  built  by  C.G.E. 
This  tube  is  the  most  economical  and 
efficient  dry  cell  tube  made.  It  uses 
from  30  to  35%  less  battery  power  than 
other  dry  cell  tubes. 

Radiola  III,  including  two  UV-19Q  Radio- 
trons  and  one  set  of  head  telephones,  but 
without  batteries  or  loud  speaker J-IZ.OO 


A  Canadian  General 
Electric  Product 


un4Salaw 


amps 


^  .^  .Canadian 
mf/ie/ Pacific 
Rockies 


An  Ideal  Way  to  Spend 
Your  VACATION 


Nine  wonderful  Bungalow  Camps  with  cabins 
clustered  round  a  Community  House  in  the 
heart  of  the  most  spectacular  Alpine  country  in 
the  world. 

Trail  riding,  Alpine  climbing  and  all  kinds  of  out- 
door life  at  Lake  Wapta,  Lake  O'Hara,  Moraine 
Lake,  Yoho,  Emerald  Lake,  Storm  Mountain, 
Vermilion  River,  Sinclair  Hot  Springs  and  Lake 
Windermere. 

Three   Bungalow  Camps  in  Ontario — At   French    River    (for 

Bass  and  Lunge  fishing)— At  Nipigon   (for  Speckled    Trout) 

—At  Devil's  Gap  Camp  near  Kenora   (for  Bass  and  Lun^e) 

American  Plan  Moderate  Rates 

Plan  Your  Trip  This  Summer 

Easy  to  reach,  Via 

CANADIAN  PACIFIC 

Write  for  Booklet.    Agents  everywhere,  or 
Wm.  Fulton,  Canadian  Pacific  Bldg.,  Toronto,  Ont. 


